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PREFACE 

TO THE SECOND EDITION. 



In presenting the Second Edition of this little 
▼dlume before the public, the £ditor tniJits that it 
will be found worthy of the sBoie favour, which 
the work receiveil on its first appearance. Since 
tkat time many beautiful and interesting eifusiontt 
have isitued from the press, from acknowledged as 
well as anonymous authors, and to these we stand 
deeply indebted for several gems which now adorn 
our pages. In making room for them we were 
obliged to exclude numerous pieces of undoubte<l 
merit, but we trust that while we do not borrow 
too much from any individual author, we have by 
that means been enabled to take a little from all, 
and also to approach somewhat nearer to our ori- 
ginal plan, by inserting what may be more properly 
tenne4i Lyrical poetry. From two highly gifte^l 
authors, however, now in the dust, we have been 
lavish in our selections, but when the names of 
" Heber*' and *' Pollok** are mentioned, thitt 
will be a sufficient apology; it is to us matter of 
deep regret, that while they sung, and while they 
delighted with their strains, we were reminded of 
the hinging of the swan, whose music was lovliest 
when about t4> expire. We may also state that 
many originals are scattered throughout our pages, 
with the signatures "Pake" and "Wsia," — Om^ 
are placed before the public wVlVi l\\« uVmm^ &V^- 
dence, and If they afford but a aYi^Vit ^;c»>aAfli9i«^^ 
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in the perusal, the tnthon will be suAcientlj 
recompensed for any little pftina bestowed on their 
composition. As no ezpenae bat been spared in 
the execution and embellishment of the " Sacred 
Lyre," it is to be hoped that this circumstance, a» 
well as the general merits of the selection will yield 
a considerable degree of satisfaction to those who 
may favour it with a perusal. In conclusion we 
would only remxu*k, that from the contents of this 
volume being of a serious character, it may be re- 
commended as a suitable companion for the evening 
of that day when all is calm, and when the mind Is 
settled into a saci'ed repose ; since we may be per- 
mitted to hope that pious precepts will not be the 
less acceptable by being con\'eyed to the heart hx 
the varied measure of Sacred Song. 



INTRODUCTION. 



FoiTRT, as a study, furnishes to the mind much 
elqgaiit and pleasing, as weJl as innocent entertain- 
ment. But to please is not the sole aim of this de- 
lightful art. Viewed in its eiTects either on the 
understanding or the heart, it is liighly profitable. 
For whilst a tafcte tor poetry in general is a sure in- 
dication of n mind by nature feelingly alive to the 
finest impulsen of which man is susceptible, the cul- 
tiyatioii of such a taste has a direct tendency to eralt 
and refine the soul, to form it to a love of excellence, 
and to render its iNwse»sor sensible of his high capa- 
bilities of varied and endless improvement. He, ac- 
cordingly, who employs his leisure hours in delight- 
ing his ear with the flow of smooth and harmonious 
numbers, and in enriching his understanding with 
the finely conceived and noble creations of the poet, 
is, imperceptibly it may be to himself, foiming in bis 
mind a standard of taste both correct and delicate. 
And this new faculty, if it may l>e so denominated, is 
beneficial to him, not in p<ietry only, or in the other 
departments of literature, but likewise in forming 
opinions connected with matters of daily occurrence. 
Nor is this all. Beside creating in the mind a love 
of excellence, the study of poetry, by {;vv\n^\\kft «^ 
cendeuc^' to the niaiahle and noble ^uui\\,\eii «£ ^^ 
MffuJ, impmues upon it a permanent Via* tof?%s^ 
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virtue. A nd \vc thiuk it not unwurtliy of remark, 
that the viewH and feelings of a mind thus exer- 
cised and iinpnived nil* as much unknown to com- 
mon undei'Hlatidinus, as if they were the conreptionn 
of tlie inhaliitant of bomc other planet. Such un- 
der^tandinuM arc never visited by them, and are not 
aware of their capacity for receivinc them. 

Nor do we thiuk that the vicious tendency of 
not a few fioeni't, the productions of our most fav* 
cured liards, forms any valid objection to what has 
now been ailvanced. Such productions are univer- 
sally regarded an the spurious issue of the Muse, and 
are ever lamented as the prostitution of the faculties 
which most ennoble and beautify our rational nature. 
They are thecreations ofnomeevil hour, when Ran- 
cour, Knvy, or Sjileen, was exert! n|j^ a demoniacal 
inriuence. over the mind, and causin;; the genius of 
Poesy to act in Nubservifucy to its own malignant 
purposes. And it is only when he is iigain brought 
under the tell and gliNmiy sway of thex:e diabolical 
{KUisions, that the iN)et himself can relish his own 
imuKU'a! cH'iivionK. With the reader the case is ex- 
iictly similar. Ilis imagination will broo<l with 
new and fotid delight over the ]MigeN of the sensual 
poet, if the current of his thouj>hts has l>een tainted 
by vicious indulgences or the c<mtagion of evil ex- 
ample; but should virtue be the peaceful and happy 
tenor of his life, he will turn in disgust from the 
page, the reading of which might sully the purity of 
his mind. Whilst, therefore, the |»oet addreNse^ 
himself to the imagination of his reader, his object 
is, through means of that spiritual faculty, to form 
the taste, and to free the soul tVom the dominion nf 
Uiose grosser pamions, of a corporeal na'Aire, the in- 
dulging of which sinks man below the level of the 
inferiot an'imMh. 
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And if the feeodency of poetry in general is to pro- 
mole intellectual and moral improYement, the ad- 
vaneeoMnt of rellfiou Is the direct and sole object of 
the Sacred Muse. The origin of Sacred Poetry is 
dlTine- It was the inspiration of the Almighty 
which tQned the hearts of the Hebrew Bards and 
opemNi their lips in songs of praise. And sweet 
and sublime were the numerous strains which they 
uttered, from the time tliat Moses sung of Israel's 
deliverance from her bondage in Egypt, till the joy- 
ful Virgin burst forth into sweetest notes of tlianhs- 
glWng and praise, at the thought of giving birth to 
him who was to deliver mankind from a deeper 
thraldom. And in every age has the Muse been 
found the handmaid of Keligion, though her sons 
have too fivquently been prodigal of their gifted 
endowments. In every country, too, has Religion 
assigned her a place in her temple, to kindle in her 
Totaries the flame of devotion and All their hearts 
with the love of her own adorable attributes. In 
truth, lieligion and the praise of virtuous and heroic 
actions, were the first and for a long time the only 
themes of the Poet. Nor is this at all wonderful. 
Both Religion and Poetry address themselves to the 
afTectiuns, and the former, an well as the latter, not 
unfrequeotly operates on these through means of 
the imagination. Eitlier of them aUine is fitted to 
impart a high relish to the soul, but their combined 
influence affords the highest mental enjoyment. 
The poet who courts the sacred Muse will, accor- 
dingly, be the most affecting and interesting of any. 
Religion, the noblest of all subjects, is his theme, 
and devotion, the life and soul of Religion, inspires 
his genius and enlivens his affections. lioK^* wn.^ 
glowing coDc<eptioD& on subjects the uioat nioitivti- 
tmu^ be embelUbbea with all the dccortkiioTia oC <^« 
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tuneful art. As a chrutiui, be can take no Tiew 
of tho wurks atul wa>'« of the Almighty, or of the 
preHPiit situation and futuredntiny of man, whidi» 
as a ]N)ety he may not render wore lovely, mon 
f^rund or more awful. God is an invidible spirit, and 
the moveinentfl of his providence are often dark and 
my»tcrioub. Hut the poet who consecrates his gen- 
ius to the service of heaven, can, tm it were, conjure 
up the perfections of Deity from behind the curtain 
of creation, and show them acting in harmony 
for the cinnfort and happinesN of the universe. In 
his view, the joyous face of sprint^ is tho smile of 
the Ooator, winning man back (o his favour and 
inviting him to toxte of his go<Kiuess. The regular 
return of the seaM)ns he regards as the fulfilment 
of Gofl's ancient promise. In a partial evil he 
discovers a general good; in a seeming calamity he 
discovers a nml blessing. But the plan of redemp- 
tion is his darling theme. It is his delight to ex- 
|Mtiate on the love which could devise, and ou the 
condescension which could execute the god-like 
scheme. lie loves to dwell on the mercv which de- 
lighted in procuring pardon for a whole world of 
transgressors. Often do his lines breathe the spirit 
of genuine repentance, and godly sori'ow for tin. 
Often are they fraught with the aspirations of a 
mind ]>uiiting after higher attainment In the chris- 
tian life. .And should the terrors of the Lord be- 
come the subject of his Muse, he arrays the reuUties 
of a judgment to come in the blackest and most ap- 
palling cdours. Ileligious subjects present them- 
selves to him in endless variety. He ftels it to be 
the highest exercise of his genius to i>en tlie hymn 
of praise. Never Is he conscious of greater eleva- 
tion of sentiment than when he feels, as it were, the 
IXriahy siirtiag iFitfain him, and awakuAni^ ViA «n- 
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•rgiai to cstol hb Maker. Nervr does the flam 
pfatj bam higher or brighter within him, tl 
wbcn gimtitode to his Re<le«mer is his glads€ 
thflDW. Oflen docs he attempt to recall the hap 
fadings with which he wa» visited whm engaged 
tlicae important topics, and is sad when the effort h 
been fruitless. AVhilut his other works maj ha' 
oeaaed to afford him any pleasure, his devotioni 
strains continue to afford iiim new and fresh delight 
And when in his more sobei' hours, the former ma; 
prove to him the cause of no small pain, the lattei 
are the lines, which, in his dying moments, hs 
would not wish to blot. We feel contident that we 
speak the opinion of every sober-minded person, in 
aaserting that if any one of his productions afforded 
Lord Byron pleasure in the rapid moments of his 
dissolution, that one was his Hebrew Melodies. 
And if this impressive consideration were allowed 
to have its full weight, it might have the desirable 
effect of preventing many of our poets frum writing, 
in the gay hours of health, what they will not be 
able to relish in the proHpect of eternity. Though 
this world were to be tlie permanent abode of man* 
still would the poet be justified in saying; 

" An i\thci4t'!( Inugh't a iioor vxcliaDge 
For Uctty uttcndi-d." 

Bat when we reflect that he who offends hJs Cre- 
ator, must soon meet liiui as his judge, what mad- 
ness can be compared with the f«)lly of him, who 
defies the frown of Omnipotence ! 

We hail it as a happy symptom both of the im- 
provement of the public taste, and the progress ot 
religion, that immoral ]M)etry, though the^T^uslVnT 
of the most gifttd genius, is, at prewuV, T^v^oXAXe 
iiUuf by the critic and th« public. T\i<& \\mc« ' 
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We know not a more delightful or Impro 
erciae, than the reading of sacred poetry. I 
truths are thereby conveyed to the mind in 
best fitted to gain them welcome admissioi. 
advantage of this mode of communicHtiiig r 
instruction has long been felt. It is esptvJ. 
neficial in forming the minds <»f the young to 
for religion. It is impossible, we think, to ; 
exhortations to virtue and piety, or dissuaMioi 
vice, in a form less repulsive than that in 
they are presented by the poet. As the m 
of one man are naturally more engaging thai 
of another man ; so poetrj', of its own nati 
more attractive than prose. The poet must a 
keep in view the first end of his art, to please 
necessarily excludes from his composition any 
that might seem harsh and forbidding. Besid 
is constantly moving the affections and raising > 
able sentiments in the mind. Hiese circumsi 
will serve in some measure to explain the fact 
alluded to, that th* ■nnis^-** — 



.p •» 



INTRODUCTION xiti 

dwrm of nvmben, m tbe evil tpirit dtfparted from 
Sftol when the tireet linger of Israel tuned his harp 
befbra him. We are leas backward in confeaaing 
our delinqnmcles then than at other times. Tlie flow 
of penitential sorrow is never stronger or more sin* 
cere. Humility is never deeper ; self-abasement 
nerer more prostrate. We are more disposed to 
dose with the offers of mercy. Our gratitude is 
more warm and lively. Our joy more glowing ; 
Mid the whole train of sentiment in our bosoms 
more devout and fervent. That solemn appeals to 
tbe affections, are never more impressive^ cannot, 
we think, be more convincingly nhown than by pre- 
senting our readers with the following lines on the 
day of judgment, verses which we think it im- 
possible for any one to read without emotion. 

THE DAY OF JUDO MEN T. 

Day of judj^ment, day of wonders ! 

Hark ! the trumpet s awful sound, 
louder than a thousand thunders, 

Shakes the vast creation round ! 
How the summon!! will the sinner's heart confound! 

Sec the Jud^e our nature wearing, 

Cloth 'd in Majesty divine ! 
You who long for his api>earing. 

Then hhall Kay, " This God is mine !" 
Ciracious Saviour, own me in that day for thine ! 

At his call, the dead awaken, 

Ilise to life from earth and sea ; 
All the powers of nature, shaken 
By his looks, prepare to flee : 
Carrlesa u'uaer, what will tbeu become ol vVieft'^ 
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HoiTort put inrnglnation 

Will surprise your fcnmUIng hMrt, 
When you hear your oondemiiAtion* 
" Hence, accursed wretch, depart ; 
Thou with Satan aud his angels have thy part!" 

Satan, who now tries to please you, 

Lest you timely warning take, 
When that word is past, wiil seize you, 
Plunge you in the burning lake ! 
Think, poor sinner, thy eternal alKs at stake. 

But to those who have confessed, 

Lov*d and Rerv*d the Lord below. 
Ho will say, ** Come near, yc bles!»ed. 
See the kingdom I bestow : 
You for ever shall my love and glory know:" 

Under sorrows and reproaches, 

May this thought your courage raise ! 
Swiftly God's great day approaches. 
Sighs shall then be changM to praise ; 
We shall triumph when the world is in a blaze. 

Id presenting this little volume to the public we 
feel encouraged by the hope of its lieing useful, 
The Hymns of the excellent and pious divines, 
Watts and Doddridge, are very generally taught 
throughout the Island, and thousands are at thin 
day experiencing the good which they are calculat- 
ed to impart. The Oloey Hymns, too, have been 
fbond highly benefidal in furnishing instruction tc 
persons of matured understanding, as well as in 
eheriahlDg pious md devout affections. We flattei 
ourselTet that in genenl uaefulnea the pment col 
leeUon will not fUl behind either of these now men 
tfoowfl^ or MBf oiher ■dactJon of Sicred FoetrYoov 
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in drcuUtkm, at from the number of choice pieccM 
which it eootaini, we are certain that it Is not In- 
farior to any other in poetical excellence. Then* 
la laterapersed throiu^h the volume a very consider- 
ahle number of small poems, the productions of our 
beat and most recent authors. It will be found 
likewise to contain as great a variety of subjectM 
and measures, as it is possible, i>erhap9i, for any col- 
lection to have. And, in concludinc, we judge it 
not improper to state what we think must be con- 
sidered as no small recommendation of the work, 
that by far the greater profHirtion of the volume 
consists of entire poems, and several of these an^ 
now printed for the lirst time. 



Gretn0ek. 1828- 
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THE 



SACRED LYRE. 



AWAKE MY LYIIE 

AwAKK my lyre, and may thy striug 
Be tun*d to our Creator's praise ; 

And let the breeze's halmy wing, 
To heaven's gate the accentK raise : 

And oh ! may those celestial lays, 

\Vhich Angels sing, my heart inspirit 

To guide my hand which feebly strays 
Along each chord to tune my lyre. 

Awake my lyre, 'tis morning hour ; 

The birds are singing in the grove. 
And 'midst the song from bower to bower 

Will man forget his Maker's love ?— 

He who hath form*d the heavens above,— 
The earth, and still upholds the whole : 

Will man to God ungrateful prove. 

Nor praise him with his heart and soul ? 

Awake my lyre, the setting sun 

la clouds of gold has left the sky *, 
And now another day is ran, 
Aad all Ju Mctioas known on Yi\f^'i- 

A 



THE SACRED LYBE. 

llii'ii let my hniid thy soft notes try 
Fur licavoii oxpeots the erening atmg 

Anil may it bring the heartfelt high 
Tfir nil my sins the whole ilay long. 

Awake my lyre, let some sweet lay, 

I3e tun'd the sorrowing heart to cheer ; 

That heaven may shed a kindly ray 
And dry at once the mourner's tear. 

Let grief thoRc hallow'd areents hear 
AVhich echo round Jehovah's throne. 

That hlehsed jilace where those appi-ar 
Who in our Saviour's steps have j^one. 

Awake my lyre, with notes of Joy, 

To Nooth the lonely dying bed. 
And mingle with the siek man's sigh. 

To cast a halo round his head. 

And when his silent footsteps tread 

The vale where death's daik valley lies, 

May music cheer till all is fled— 
All but the glories of the skies. 

WEIR. 



SACRi:n rOETRY— ITS Sl'PERlOIllTV AND 
INFLL'KKCR* 

How Wautiful is genius when combiuM 
AVith holiness ! oh ! how divinely sweet 



» RoRFRT P»»ij,oR, author of the «• CmirRe of Time," 
wan a Youthful poet of groat uromifc j but alas ! hl« career » 
Koon cut phort j and he hat left a memento behind. In that 
iiowerful thuugh unequal poem which will eml>alm his roe- 
mor» on the heart of every Urufl tovef of eloqucat and Im. 




"'^ ai,c/ ^^^ 
""^ «'• ra,>!^ '^'^^ to our . 
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And reputation, and luxurious life ; 

Yet, nut content with ancestorial name. 

Or to be kuowu because his fathers were. 

He on this height hereditary stood. 

And grazing higher purpos'd in his heart 

To take another step. Above him seem'd 

Alone the mount of Song — tlie lofty seat 

Of canonized l>ards; and thithervrard, 

By nature taught, and inward melody, 

In prime of youth, he bent his eagle eye. 

No cost vns spar'd. What boolcs he wish*d, he 

read ; 
What sage to hear, he heard ; what scenes to see, 
He saw. And first, in rambling si*hool-boy days, 
lirittaniu's mountain- walks, and heath-girt lakes, 
And story-telling glens, and founts, and brooks. 
And muids, as dew-drops pure and fair, his soul 
With grandeur fiU'd, and melody, and love. 
Then travel came, and took him where he wished : 
He cities saw, and courts, and princely {lomp ; 
And nius'd alone on ancient mountain brows; 
And mu.H*d on b<it tie- fields, when* valour fought 
In other days; and mus*d on ruins grey 
With years; and drank from old and fabulous 

wells ; 
And plurk'd the vine that first-bom prophets 

pluck'd ; 
And mus*d on famous tombs : and on the wave 
Of ocean musM ; and on the desert waste. 
The heavens and earth of every country saw : 
Wherever the old inspiring genii dwelt, 
Aught that could rouse, expand, refine the soul, 
Thither he went, and meditated there. 

He touch *d his harp, and nations heard entranced 
A$ aome yait riTcr of unfaWn% wuvoe. 
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Rapid, exliAUitlcn, deep, his Diimbers fl«>w'd, 

Aod op'd new fouutaiiui in the human heart. 

Where fancy halted, weary in her flight. 

In other men, hin fresh as momiug roue, 

And aoar'd iintrcidden height k, and seem'd at home 

Where angels baHhful lo<>k*d. Others, though 

great, 
Beneath their ailment secm'd struggling whiles ; 
He from ahove descending, stoopM to touch 
The loftiest thought ; and proudly stoop'd, as tho' 
It scarce deserv'd his venie. With nature's self 
He seem*d an old acquaintance, free to jest 
At will with all her glorious majesty. 
He laid his hand upon the " Ocean's mane," 
And play'd familiar with his hoary locks ; 
Stoofl on the Alps, stooil on the Apennines, 
And with the thunder talk'd, as friend to friend ; 
And wove his garland of the lightning's wing. 
In sportive twist— the lightning*s fiery wing. 
Which, as the footsteps of the dreadful Gorl, 
Marching uiMin the Mt4U'in in vengeance seemM — 
Then turn'd, and with the gruMthopper, who sung 
His evening song, beneath hist feet, conversed, 
Suns, moons, and stars, and clouds his tf inters were ; 
Hocks, mountains, meteors, seas, aud winds, and 

storms. 
His brothers — younger brothers, whom lie scarce 
As equals deem*d. All passionN of all men— 
The ^Id and tame — the gentle and severe; 
All thoughts, all maxims, sacred and profane ; 
All creeds; all seasons. Time, llternity, 
AH that was hated, and all that was dear; 
All that was hop'd, all that wan fear'd by man, 
He toss'd about, as t«>mpest-witlkeT'd \eBNca, 
Then^ gwiJing, Jook'd upon the wreck Yi« tmA«. 
WitA umr now he froze the cow'iin^ \j\ooA', 
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Aud now dissolved the heart in tenderness : 

Yet would nut tremble, would not weep biniMl 

But back into hU houI relir'd, alone. 

Dark, sullen, proud ; gazing contemptuoui»ly 

On hearts) aud piuwioiki prostrate at his feet. 

So Ocean from tlic plitins, his wavoH had late 

To desolation swept, retir'd in pri<le, 

Kxulting in the glory of his might. 

And setiin*d to mock the ruin he had wrought. 

As some tierce comet of tremendous size, 
To which the stars <lld reveri'iice, as it pass*d ; 
So he through learning and through fancy took 
Uis iliglic sublime; and on the loftiest top 
Of Fame's dread mountain sat: not soirdand wo 
As if he from the earth had laboured up; 
But as some bird of heavenly plumage fair, 
lie look'd, which down from higher regions cai 
And ]>erch'd it there, to see what lay beneath. 



A NTH KM. 
It was an eve of Autumn's holiest mood : 
The corn fields, bath'd in Cynthia's silver light 
Stood ready for the reaper's gathering hand ; 
And all the winds slept soundly ; nature seeni'd 
In silent contemplation, to adore 
its Maker : now and then the aged leaf 
Fell from its fellows, rustling to the ground ; 
And, as it fell, bade man think on his end. 
On vale and hike, on wood and mountaiu high, 
With pensive wing outspread, sat heavenly thou| 
Conversing with itself. 

THE HORNING PKECEDINO THE FINAL 
CONSUMMATION OF ALL THINGS^. 

Ja cu8iom*d glwy bright that mom the sua 
JfMt', vlUting the mrth with light, and bmS 
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And joy ; and seem'd as full of youth, and strung 
To moant the ste«p uf heaveo, us when the Stan 
Of morn'mg sung to his first dawn, and Night 
Fled from his fiice: the spacious sky received 
Him blushing as a bride, when on her look*d 
The bridegroom : and spread out beneath his eye, 
Karth smil'd. Up to hU warm embrac-e the dews. 
That all night long had wept his absence Hew : 
The herbs and flowers, their friigraut stores unlocked 
And gave the wantou broez e, that , newly woke, 
UevePd in sweets, and from its wings shook health, 
A thousand grateful smells: the joyous woods 
Drie<l in his b^iams their hick**, wet with the dropn 
Of night : and all the sons of music suug 
Their matin song, from arbour'd bower, tlie thru-sh 
Concerting with the lark that hymn'd on high : 
Ou the green hill the flocks, and in the vale 
The herds, rejoic'd : and, light of heart, the hind 
Kyed amorously the milk-maid as she jtass'd, 
Not heedless, though she look'd auotlier way. 



VIEW OF THE BUllNING LAKIL 

Thus stood the reprobate beneath the shade 
Of terror, and beneath the cmwn of love, 
The good ; and there was silence in the vault 
Of heaven: and as they stood and listened, they 

heard. 
Afar to left, among the utter dark. 
Hell rolling o'er liis waves of burning Are, 
And thundering through his caverns, empty then. 
As if he preparatifiii made, to act 
The final vengeance of the Fiery Lamb. 
And there was heard, coming trom ouX vW V\v> 
The boJJonr wailing of Eternal DcAtVi, 
Aad horrid cry of the Uudyliig "W otm. itov^^^ 
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THE VOICE OF MEMORY. 

IIow canst thou move my fixM regret* 

Or how allure me to forget, 

Wlicii thei'c 18 nought in earth, sea, sky. 

But hath a Voice to IVIemor}'? 

What speaks the sinking orb of day ?— 

Of hope, as quick to pass away ! 

What speaks the pale and drooping flower?^ 

Of joy, that withers in an hour ! 

W*hat speaks the balmy breath of eve ?^ 

Of sighs as sweet, that could deceive ! 

What speaks the music of the bird ? — 

Of Mtrains more soft, no longer heard ! 

What speaks still ocean's glassy breast ? — 

Of peace an brief, as false a rest ! 

What speaks each wave that leaves the shore ?— 

Of days that pass, to come no more ! 

What speaks the far-receding sail ?•— 

Of faithle9s fortune's changing gale ! 

What Mpeaks the pure and pendent dew ?— 

Of tears as fresh, as silent too ! 

What 8pi>ak8 the deep*ning gloom of night ? — 

Of woe, succeeding to delight ! 

What s|)eaks each brightly-twinkling star ? — 

Of eyes more soft — mure radiant far ! 

What speaks the blue exjianse of Heaven !— > 

Of plighted vows in sunder riven, 
Recorded there though here forgiven ! 
[*hus is there nought in tarth, aea, sky. 

Rut hath a Voica Co Memory ! — 
V voice that tcill be heard, ai now, 
i'ill o*er this eye and aching brow, 
ilia welcome abadow Death shall cait. 
And this fond heart hat tbrobb'd its laat ! 
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LINES WRITTEN OS RECEIVING HIS MOTHEL' 

O That those lips hod lni)j;;iint;e! Life has ptissM 
With me but roiij|;hly since I heard thee last. 
Those lips are thine — thy own Mwei t amile I hcv^ 
The Miine, that oft in childhood soIncM me : 
Voice only fmU, elite how distinct they say. 
" Griere not, my child, chase all thy fear* nu-ay 
The meek intelligence of those dc<ir eyes 
( Blest be the art that can immortalize, 
The art that ImflHes Time's tyrannic claim 
To quench it) here shines on me still tlie sanii*. 
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

welcome guest, though uni>xpectpd here ! 
Who bidd'st me honour with an artless sorm> 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long. 

1 will obey, not willingly alone, 

But gladly, as the precept were her own : 
And, while that fare renews my filial sri<'fi 
Fancy shall weave a cJiarm for my relief, 
Shall steep me in Elysian reverii*, 
A momentary dream, that tliou art she. 

My mother ! when I learned that thou wast dead, 
8ay, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ? 
HoverM thy spirit o'i*r thy sorrowing son. 
Wretch even then, life's journey just b^^n? 
Perha|>s a tear, if souU can weep in bliss—- 
Ah that maternal smile ! it ans were— Yes. 
I heard the bell toH'd on tliy burial day, 
I saw the hearse that bore thee slow awav. 
And, turning from my nun*ry window, dre.v 
A long, long sigh, an«l wept a hist adieu ! 
But was it such ? — It was— Where thou avt twvvti 
Adieus and fanwelh arc a sounOl uuVwoww. 

A? 



'ir 
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^lay I but meet thee on that peaceful riiore. 

The imrtin^' word shal] pass my lips no more ! 

l*hy maidnis, j^rievM themselves at my couceniy 

Oft pave me pnimise of thy quick return. 

AVhat ardently I iviMh*d, 1 long believ'd, 

And, disappointed still, was still deceived. 

Uy expectation ev*ry day beguil'd, 

Dupe of to-fimrroic even from a child. 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went. 

Till, all my stor.k of infant sorrow spent, 

I learn *d at last submission to my lot, 

13ut, though 1 less deplorM thee, ne'er forgot, 

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no moi 
Cbildren not thine have trod my nurs'ry floor; 
Ami where the gard'ner Robin, day by day. 
Drew me to school along the public way. 
Delighted with my bauble-roach, and wrapp*d 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capt, 
*TiN now become a hibtVy little known, 
l*hat once we call'd the past'ral house our own. 
Short-liv*d possesAions ! but the recttrd fair, 
That mem'ry keeps of all thy kindness there, 
Still outlives many a storm, that has efiacM 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 
Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 
Thift thou might 'st know me safe and warmly lai* 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 
The biscuit, the confectionary plum ; 
The fragrant Tvatem on my cheeks bestow 'd 
By thy own hand, till freah they shone and glow'<J 
All this, and more endearing still than all, 
Thy constant flow of loTe, that knew no fall. 
Ne'er rouglien'd by thote cataractti and breaks. 
That humour interpoa'd too often makes ; 
All this still legible In inem*ry*a page, 
And still to be 90 to my Jateit age, 
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Addi joy to duty, makes me gUid to pay 
Such bonouni to tliee an my numben may ; 
Ferliaps a frail memorKil, but siiicerr. 
Not acoriiM in Uc<iv*ii, th(>u<;li little iiotic'd heiv. 

Could Time, his di^^lit revcrsM, restore the hours 
When, playing with thy vi.'st lire's tibsu'd flow'rs, 
Tlio violet, the piuk, and ji'isjuniiie, 
I prick'd them into |»aper with a pin, 
( And thuu wait happier than niysM*U' the while, 
Wouldst 9i»ftly npeak, and Htnil.e my head, and 

smile,) 
Could tho«e tew pleasant days iu;ain appear, [here ? 
Mii{ht one wish brim; them, wuuld I wish them 
I would nut trust my heart— the dear delight 
Seems so to he dcsir'd, perhaps I might. — 
But no^what here we call our lii'e is such, 
So little to be lnv'd, and thou so much, 
That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit iiitu bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant hark tVoni Albi4m*8 coast 
(The storms all weatherM and the ocean crossM) 
ShooL*« info port at some welUhuvenM isle, 
Where spices breath, and brighter seasons smile, 
'Iliere sits quiescent on the fIo(Nls, thut show 
Her beauteouM form reflected clear below. 
While aim impregnated with incense play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay ; 
So thou, with sails how swift! hast re.ich'dthe shore, 
" Where, temi»e%ts never beat nor billows roar,"* 
And thy lov'd consort on the dang'nms tide 
Of life long since has anchorM by thy side. 
But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest, 
Alwayi from port withheld, alu'ays distressM — 
Me howling blasts drive devious, ten\^«X-VM!iC^\« 

* Carth 
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Sails ri[>pM, m^'dmn up^nin^r wUle, and compau lost 
And day I>y day aome current's thwarting force 
Set:i nie mure distant from a proHp'roiis courM% 
Vt.'t () tlio thuii:;lit, that thun art safe, and he-' 
'I'hat thouj^ht is joy, arri\c what may to mc. 
My l>oast is not, ttiat I dodiice my hirch 
Fruni loins erithrun'd, ami riilors uf the earth ; 
liiit higher iur my prt»u<l prrtcnsiun» ris e 
Thf sun of part.'nts passed intu the skit's. 
And nu>v, farewell — Time unrevokM lias run 
His wuntfd euurse, yet what I wisird ia done. 
I]y contemplation's lu'Ip, not sought in vain, 
I KeemM t' have liv'd my ehililhood o'er a^ain ; 
To have renew'd thr joys that once were mine. 
Without the sin of violating thine ; 
Anil, while the winj^ of Fanry still are free. 
Anil I vim view this mimic show of thee, 
Time has hut half succeeded in his theft-^ 
Thyself remov'd, thy pow'r to sooth me left. 

rOWPEB. 



THE OMNiritESENCE OF THE DEIT^. 

' Tiiou UxtREATK, UxsEKK, and UsDKris'r., 
Source of all life, and fouutuin of the mind, 
I'crvading Si'Iuit, whom no eye can trace, 
Felt through all time, and workin» in all si>acc, — 
Imagination cannot paint that spot, 
.\round, above, beneath, where Thou art not ! 

' Before the glad stars hymn'd to new-born 
Or young Creation revel'd in its birth, [Earth. 
Thy Spii'it niov'd uiion the pregnant deep, 
Unchuin*d the wuveleiis waten Irom their aleep, 
liade Tiine'tf mfyetftic wlngd to be unfiirrd, 
Aoff out of Durkncsa drew the br«;x\\ui\^ VToitW. 
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* £rs matter form*d at Thy creative tone, 
IVm wert !^ Omni fie, Eadless, and Alone : 
In Thine own easence, ail that was to be— 
Sublime, unfathomable Deity ! 
Thou said'st— and lo ! a universe was bom, 
And light flashed from Thee, for its birth-day 
mom !* 

A world unshrouded all its beauty now ! 
The youthful mountain reared its haughty brow. 
Flowers, fruits, and trees felt instantaneous life, 
And Ocean chard his billows into strife ! 
And next, triumphant o'er the green-clad earth. 
The universal sun buret into birth. 
And dash*d from off his altitude sublime. 
The first dread ray that mork'd commencing time. 
Last rose the moon— and then th* array of stars 
AVKeerd round the heavens upon their burning 
cars ! 

But all was silent as a world of dead, 
Till the great Deep her living swarms outspread! 
Forth from her teeming bosom, sudden came 
Immingled monsters— mighty, without name ; 
Hien plumy tribes, wing'd into being' there. 
And play*d Jheir gleamy pinions on the air,«- 
Till thicic as dews upon a twilight green, 
Earth's living creatures ruse upon the scene ! 

And now the gorgeous universe was rife. 
Full, fresh, and glowing with created life ! 
And when th* Eternal, from his starry height, 
Beheld the young world basking in his light, 
And breathing incense of deep gratitude,— 
He blessed It, for his mercy made it good \ 



» and perfect from hit .u^i.. 

jftly beautiful aa IVIuaic't cloae, 
c woman into being roae ! 

1 thiLs, thou wert, uml art the fountain loalf 

ountless worlds around thee live and roll ; 

n and shade, in ocean and in air, 

rent, though never lessen*d— everywhere ! 

ife and motion from thy •ourcc began, 

a worlds to atoms, angels down to man ! 

5IONTGOMKRT 



PRAISE. 



Fain would my longing soul l>egin 
Some ceaseless hymn to god, 

Wfaoae mercy has redeem 'd fi*om sin. 
With DO less price than blood ; 

Fain would I praise my Saviour here, 

lu frmteful strains with heart sincere. 

"" * "^w thill finite beings raise, 

" "^ nronc, 
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The sighing of a contrite heart, 

lliou God wilt not despise. 
Nor even bid a soul depart 

Unblest, whose uprais'd eyes 
l'\ir mercy sues; but *inid his grief, 
Will send thy Spirit with reUef. 

And wilt thou from th' unceaaiog strain 

Of pure and unniix'd praise, 
By augel choirs, on yon bright plain, 

Pour*d forth in sweetest lays, 
Turn thy regiurd, and bend thine ear, 
The sinner's bursting grief to hear ? 

Cheer *d by the h<»pe—-th rough future dayn 

The love of God lUl sing, 
And laud in humble grateful praise. 

The name of Israel's King ; 
In life and death my heart I raise, 
1 n ceaseless and accepted praise. 

i. TOINU. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF MR. RlCHARDift 

IIoLv the place, whose kindly soil 
Yields for the flesh its sweet repose ; 
Where rests the i^lgrim free from toil, 
Where the rich spicy fragrance blows : 
Calm be his sleep, whose life 
Was given to pain and God ; 
Who pass*d the vale of strife, 
Wliich his great Master trode : 
Who laid mortality's dim robe, 
Covering of ills and sorrows, by*^ 
To take the fiadeles» N«i^ut«, 'wvt^ 
By hands of cberub\m ou V\f)(i\ 
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Who Imdis to time, adieu, 
When itn brief race wm run : 
Who huil'd, with stedfaAt view. 
Eternity begun. 

Sleep, true disciple ! for thy re&t. 

The rest of piety shall be 

.Soft as hiH dreams, who on the breast 

Of Jesus lean'd once p«>arefully. 
HaHte Ceyloiiese ! and bring 
Your tribute to the dead ; 
Your choicest chaplets fliii(>; 
Upon the Mart}'r*s bed ! 



THE HAPPY DEBTOR. 

Ten thousand talents once I owM, 

And nothing had to pay ! 
But Jeaus freed me from the load. 

And wash'd my debt away. 

Yet since the Lord forgave my si a, 

And blotted out my score. 
Much more indebted I have been 

Than e*er I was before. 

My guilt is cancel'd quite, I know, 

And satisfaction made -, 
But the vast debt of love I owe 

Can never be repaid. 

The love I owe for sin forgiven. 

For power to believe, 
For present peace, and promls*d heaven, 

No angel can oonreiveb 

That love of thine, thoa aSnncr*a Friend ! 
U7IIMM Ib7 blMdlni heuW 
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My little all can De*er extend 
To pay a thousandth part. 

Nay more, the poor returns I make 

I first from thee obtain ;* 
A nd *tis of grace, that thou wilt take 

Such poor returns again. 

*Tis well— it shall my glory he 
(Let who will, boast their store), 

In time and to eternity, 
To owe the more and more. 

KEWTON. 



THE HAPPY AIAN. 

'.K is the happy man, whose life e'en now 
bows somewhat of that happier life to come ; 
^ho, doom*d to an obscure but tranquil state, 
I plea&'d with it, and, were he free to cbooaey 
^ould make his fate his choice ; whom peace the 
f virtue, and whom yirtue, fruit of faith, [fruit 
irepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while he most 
^low the skies, but having there his homo, 
he world o*erlooks him in her busy search 
f objects, more illustrious in her view : 
nd occupied as earnestly as she, 
hough mcnre sublimely, he o'erlooks the world, 
he scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not ; 
[e seeks not hers, for he has prov*d them vain, 
le cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Wsuing gilded flies; and such he deems 
ler honours, her emoluments, her joys. 

# i Chroo. zxiz. 14. 
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Thcrrfuro, in contemplation is his bliss, 

Whose po\v*r is such, that whom she llftii from 

earth 
She makes familiar with a heaven unseen, 
Aud sliows him glories yet to be reveal*d. 

cowrEB. 



THE PERFECTIONS AND PROVIDENCE OF GOD. 

Let U!4, with a joyful mind, 
Praisi^ tlip Lord, for he is kind ; 
For his mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

Let us sound his name abroad, 

Tor of gods he is the God : 

Who by wisdom did create 

The heavens high, and all their state ; 

Did the solid earth ordain 

How to rise above the main ; 

AVho, by his commanding right, 

Filled the new-made world with light : 

Cau8*d the golden -tressed sun. 
All the day his course to run ; 
Aud the mcMm to shine by night, 
*Mid her spangled sisters bright. 

All his creatures God doth feed, 
HIa full hand supplies their need ; 
I^et us therefore warble forth 
His high majesty and worth. 

He his mansion hath on high, 
*Bove the reach of mortal eye : 
And his mercies shall endure 
Krer faithfuli ever sure. 
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THE IMMUTABILITY OF GOD. 

GucAT God, bow bright thy glories tthine, 
Id all thy attributes divine. 

Secure immutable ; 
L^nchaugeable in all thy waya, 
'llie object of eternal pmise 

In heaven — and fear in hell. 

Revolving years confirm thy powV, 
And time receding ev*ry hour, 

Declares thy promise sure. 
Beauty, and wealth, and power decay, 
Like empty visions pass away<^ 

Thou only dost endure. 

Thy word, thy record, speaks of thet 
As from and to eternity 

Unalterably the same ; 
The first great cause of all— and last. 
As does the present so the past. 

Thy endless years proclaim. 

The seasons in succession roll, 

While order reigns throughout the whole 

In pleasing harmony. 
The laws thyself hath fix*d must stand, 
Until revers'd by thy command ; 

And nature's self shall die. 

Summer and winter, day and night, 
Seed time and (O regaling sight !) 

Harvest with golden train, 
Untir'd by thy appointed will 
Shall come, and as their course tbey &\\, 

Tby rJiaoge ie m pow*r mamUau. 



vrise uncbang 
Assigns to each its place 

All— all in heav'n, in earth, i 
Confirm at once, while they d 

Th' eternal truth abroad, 
That lie who made them all U 
Who was, who is, who Htill m 
Unchangeable and God. 

Here then we take our stand-^ 
Uprais'd beyond corroding tear, 

Our anchor hope retain ; 
Nature may heave hur labt deep 
But *mid her drear expiring mo. 

The promises remain. 

Stamp'd with inviolable truth, 
To hoary age from lisping youth 

On these unmovM we cast 
Our sotila. The word that's gi^ 
Shall lead— or bear direct to hea 

And land them safi* «» *— ' 
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She had each folded flower in sight — 
Where are those dreamers now? 

One, 'midst the forests of the west 

By a dark stream, is laid ; 
The Indian knows his place of rest, 

Far in the cedar shade. 

The sea, the hlue lone sea, hath one. 
He lies where pearls lie deep ; 

He was the lov*d of all, yet none 
O'er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where soathem Tines are dress'd 

Above the noble slain. 
He wrapt his ooloors round his breast, 

On a blood-red field of Spain. 

And one — o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fmnn'd, 

She fiuled 'midst Italian flowers. 
The last of that bright band. 

And parted thus, M«y rest who play'd 

Beneath the same green tree. 
Whose voices mingled as they pray'd 

Around one parent knee ! 

They that with smiles lit up the ball, 

And cheer'd with song the hearth- 
Alas for love, if ikou wert all, 

And nought beyond, on earth ! 

MIS. BIMANS. 



ODE OK DISAPPOINTMENT. 



Comb, t^imsppfAnUDOd^ tmoit \ 
Not Jn thj terron dad 



'/» THE SACRED LYRE. 

Cume in thy meekest, saddest guise ; 
Thy chastening rod but terrifies 
The restless and the bad. 
But I recline 
Beneath thy shrine, 
And round my brow resign 'd thy peac«ful cyprwi 
twine. 

Tho' Fancy flies away 

Before thy hollow tread. 
Yet Meditation, in her cell, . 
Hears with faint eye, the lingVing knell, 
That tells her hoiies are dead ; 
And tho* the tear 
By chance appear. 
Yet the can smile, aud say, My all was not laid 
here. 

Come, Disappointment, come! 

Tho' from Hope's summit hurl'd, 
Still, rigid Nurse, thou art forgiven. 
For thou serere wert sent from heareu, 
To wean me from the world : 
To turn my eye 
From yanity. 
And point to scenes of bliss that nerer, never die. 

What is this passing scene? 

A peevish April day ! 
A little sun — a little rafn» 
And then night sweeps along the plain. 
And all things fade away. 
Man (soon discuss'd) 
Yields up his trust, 
And all his hopes and fears lie w^th him in the dust; 

Oh, what is Beauty*s power ? 
It /lonrishea and dim. 
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Will the cold earth its silence break, 
To tell how soft, how smooth a cheek 
Beneath its surface lies? 
Mute, mute is all 
• 0*er Beauty's fall, 
fer praise resounds no more when mantKd in her 
pall. 

The most belov'd on earth 

Not long survives to-day ; 
So music past is obsolete, 
And yet 'twas sweet, 'twas passing sweet. 
But now 'tis gone away. 
Thus does the shade 
In memory fade, 
'hen in forsaken tomb the form belov'd is laid. 

Then since this world is rain, 

And volatile and fleet, 
Why should I lay up earthly joys. 
Where rust corrupts, where moth destroys. 
And cares and sorrows eat ? 
Why fly from ill 
With anxious skill, 
Then soon this hand will freeze, this throbbing 
bMrtbeftUl? 

Come, Dlai^pointment, come ! 

Thoa art dm ttem to me ; 
Sad MonitrcM ! I owe thy sway, 
A votary sad in early day, 
I bend my knee to thee. 
From sun to sun 
My race will run, 
only bow, and say. My God, thy will be done '. 
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THE LORD'S DAY. 

How welcome to the saints, when pressed 
With six days* noise, and care and toil, 
Is tlie returning day of rest, 
Wliich hides them from the world awhile ! 

Now from the throng withdrawn awayy 
Tliey seem to breathe a dilTrent air ; 
ComposM and soften'd by the day, 
All things anothtr aspect wear. 

How happy if their lot is cast 

Where statedly the gospel sounds ! 

The word is honey to their taste. 

Renews their strength, and heals their wounds ! 

Though pinch*d with poverty at home, 
W^ith sharp afflictions daily fed, 
It makes amends, if they can come 
To God's own house for heav'nly bread ! 

With joy they hasten to the place 
W^hcre they their Saviour otlt have met ; 
And while they feast upon his grace. 
Their burdens and their griefs forget. 

This favoured lot, my friendii U onrt ; 
May we the privilege improve, 
And find these consecrated hoan 
Sweet earnest of the Joys above. 

We thank thee for thy day, O Lord ! 
Here we thy promb'd prewnoe seek ; 
Open thine hand, with Ucialogi ator'd. 
And give ua nuuma for the week. 

KSVITOy. 
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HYMNS FOR THE SEASONS. 
SPRING. 

How tmiling wakes the verdant year 

Arniy*d in velvet green ! 
How glad the circling fields appear, 

That bound the blooming scene.' 

Forth walks from heav'n the beaming Spring. 

Calm as the dew she sheds ; 
And o*er the Winter's mutt*ring king 

Her yeil of roses spreads. 

The sky ssrene, the waking flowers, 

The riTer*s loosen*d wave. 
Repay the kind and tepid hours 

With all the charms they gave. 

And bark ! From yon melodious grove 

The feather'd warblers break ; 
And into notes of joy and love 

The solitude awake ! 

And shall the first belov'd of heaven 

Mute listen as they sing; 
Shall man, to whom the lyre is giv*n 

Not wake one grateful string? 

O let me join th* aspiring lay. 

That gives my Maker praise; 
Join, but in louder notes than they, 

Than all their pleasures raise ! 

From stormy Winter hoar and chill 

Warm scenes of poace arise: 
For ever thus from seeming ill 

HcaT*ii evary good snppUes. 

For see, *tis mildness, beauty, all 
Around the iMogbing whole i 
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And nature's rerdant charms recall 
The mildness of the soul. 

O thou, from whose all-gracioua eye 
The liun of splendour b^ms ; 

Whose glories ey'ry ray supply, 
That gilds the trembling streams ; 

0*er nature*s green and teeming fields 

Bid flow'ry graces rise, 
And ev'ry sweet, creation yields, 

Salute the morning skies. 

Where yonder moves the plough of toil 

Along the stubborn land, 
O kindly lift the yielding soil, 

And soothe the lab'ring hand. 

Thence bid gay fruitfulness around 
Her blooming reign extend ; 

And where thy richest gifts are found, 
Tell who the heay*nly friend. 

As with her smiles, life's weary yale 

Is gentler trod below ; 
With thine, the dosing home we hail. 

That shuts us in from woe ! 

Till that celestial home is ours, 

Let us its Lord implore, 
Content may cheer our pilgrim hours. 

And guide us to the door. 



BaiOHT Sommar beams along the sky, 
And paints the glowing year; 

Where'er we turn the n^turad eye, 
Her ^lendld tiau «pp«v\ 
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Then when m fit to lift the song 

To gratitude and heaT*n, 
To whom her purple charma belong, 

From whom thoae charms are giT*n ? 

Thee, thee, Almighty King of kings, 

Man worships not alone ; 
Each badding flow*r its incense brings. 

And wafts it to thy throne. 

The fields with verdant mantle gay, 

The grove's sequester*d walks. 
All, all around, thy praise display, 

And dumb creation talks. 

When Mom, with rosy fingers fair, 

Her golden journey takes ; 
When fresh *ning Zephyrs fan the air, 

And animation wakes ; 

Man starts from emblematic death, 

And bends the grateful knee 
To welcome with transported breath 

New light, and life, and thee ! 

When Noon averts his radiant face, 

And shuts his piercing eye ; 
And Eve, with modest measur*d pace, 

Steps up the western sky, 

Repos*d beneath thy guardian winds 

The pious mortal rests; 
Nor knows one watchful care that springs 

Within unholy breasts. 

What then, if pealing thunders roll, 

If lightnings flash afar ! 
UndaosfaJ bean bit aainted soul 

The ehfmenud war. 
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'Tis but to him a parent't Toiee» 
That blesses while it blames ; 

That bids unburden *d air rejoiee, 
And life and health proclaims. 

Night^s deepest gloom is but a calm, 
lliat sooths the wearied mind ; 

The labour*d day *s restoring balm, 
The comfort of mankind. 

O thus may heav*n and holy peace 
iSmooth soft the rocks of age ; 

Till thou shalt bid existence ceaae. 
And tear its blottad page : 

Till storms no more or tempests rage, 
And death's dark vsde I see; 

That vale, which, through the shadowy 
But leads to heav*n and thee ! 

AUTUMK. 

Fair Autumn spreads her fieMs of gol< 
And waves her amber wand ; 

See earth its yellow charms unfold 
Beneath her magic hand ! 

Unrivaird beauty decks our vales, 
Bright fruitfulneas oiir plains ; 

Gay health with cheerfulness prevaila, 
And smiling glory rdgns* 

To thee» great Hb*ral tonroe of all, 
We strike our earthly lyre ; 

Till fate oar rising aoul aliali adU 
And angels form tha ciMir. 

The 4picodoar tlut endnnti our cy«h 
RemladM vm of thy fkmc \ 
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llie bletsingg that from earth ariie 
Thy geu'rous hand proclaim. 

The plenty round our meadows seen 

Is emblem of thy love ; 
And harmony, that binds the scene, 

The peace that reigns above. 

Beneath the sickle, smiling round. 

And in destruction hdr, 
The golden harvest strews the ground, 

And shuts the labour*d year. 

Man drops into refreshing rest. 

And smooths his wearied brow; 
With rural peace the herds are blest. 

And nature smiles below ! 

O let thy hand, parental King, 

Be open to our pray'rs ! 
Unlock sweet plenty's lib*ral spring. 

And show*r untainted airs. 

And send m« thro' life's noiseloa way, 

With innocence my guide : 
Let no temptations bid me stray. 

And leave her angel side ! 

O let the bird of tuneful breath. 

The beast that frisks on earth, 
Th« fish that sports the wave beneath. 

Enjoy their short-Uv'd mirth ! 

Let no rude instrument of fate 

Arreat the fluttering wing ; 
No horns re-echo at my gate, 

That smiles and slaughter bring ; 

No quav'ring line, with tortar'jl 
la agonizing (nod, 



WIVTKE. 

Hakk ! 'twas dark Wioter*t gallen v* 
That told the glooms that reign'd; 

That bad the plains no more rejoice. 
And all the waves be chain'd; 

And see green Autumn dies away ; 

The pallid sire is come ! 
The plains his shiv'ring rules obey, 

And ev'ry wave is dumb ! 

Yet still with cheerful heart I pace 
The whiten'd vale below : 

And smile at ev*ry printed trace 
I leave upon the snow. 

Thus (soft I whisper to my breast,) 
Man treads life's weary waste ; 

Each step that leads to better rest 
Forgot as soon as past ! 

For what is life and all its bliss 
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Yes, Lord ; but shoots no gladd'oing day 
. Thro* this nocturnal scene? 
Decks not one gem of lively ray 
Griefs darksome wave unseen ? 

How sweet the evergreen beguiles 

The gloom of yonder snow ! 
Thus virtue cheers, with endless smiles, 

Life's wint*ry waste of woe. 

Howl then, ye storms"; ye tempests^ beat 

Round this unshrinking head ! 
I know a sweet, a soft retreat 

In virtue's peaceful shed ! 

Drive down, ye hails ; pour, snows and windu 

Pale terror where I stray ! 
My foot a path, yet verdant, finds 

Where virtue smooths the way ! 

O Thou, by whose all-gracious hand 

The cherub mercy stands. 
Smiling at each divine command, 

With fondness o'er the lands ; 

() let me ne'er with marble eye 

Pale shivering want reject. 
Where mourns the long, the deep'drawn sigh, 

The anguish of neglect ! 

While lordly pride and cushion'd ease 

Petition's tear despise ; 
O let this hand the mourner raise, 

And wipe her streaming eyes ! 

When death shall call me to my Lord, 

To bow beneath his throne ; 
His praise be (he divine reward, 

TlMt charity bat won. 



.^w ever aymn» adoi 
Aod love, th* immortal Kio 
Ixive, while dread Wioter bres 
Th* eternity of Spring ! 



COMFORT IN AFFLICT 

On ! thou who dry*8t the mourn 

How dark this world would 1 
II', when deceiv'd and wounded 

We could not fly to thee ! 
The friends who in our sunshine 

When winter oomes, are flown 
And he who haa but tears to give 

IVIust weap those tears alone; 
But thou wiit heal that broken hi 

Which, like the plants that thr< 
Their fragrance from the wounde* 

Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

When joy no !«" 
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At darkness shows us worlds of light 

We Dever saw by day. xooke. 



OH! HAD I WINGS LIKE YONDER BIRD. 

Oh ! had I wiogs like yonder bird, 
That soars above its downy nest, 

I*d fly away, unseen, unheard. 
Where I might be for aye at rest. 

I would not seek those fragrant bowers. 
Which bloom beneath a cloudless sky, 

Nor could I rest amidst the flow*rs. 
That deck the groves of Araby. 

Td fly— but not to scenes below. 

Though ripe with every promis'd bliss. 

For what's the world? a garnish 'd show'^- 
A decorated wilderness. 

Oh ! I would fly and be at rest. 

Far, far beyond each glittering sphere 

That hangs upon the azure breast, 
Of all we know of heav*n here. 

And there I*d rest amidst the joys. 

Angelic lips alone can tell ; 
Where bloom the bowers of paradise^^- 

Where songs in sweetest transports swell. 

There would I rest, beneath that throne, 
Whose glorious circle gilds the sky; 

Where sits Jehovah, who alone. 
Can wipe the mourner's weeping eye. 

WUR. 
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DllSTKLCTlON OF THE ASSYRIANS 

The Assyrian come down liketlie wolf on tbe fold, 
Anil his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold; 
And the sheen of their speam were like Rtan on 

the se;), 
When the hhie wave rolls nightly on deep Gallilfr. 

Like tlie leaves of the foreat when aummer is grren, 
Tlint host with their bannen at sunset were Been ; 
I/ike the lea vex of the forest when autum bath blown 
That host on the morrow lay M-ither'dand strown. 

For the Aiii;el of death spread his wings on the 

bliisty 
And bi-euth'd on the face of the f(»c as he pasa'd. 
And the eyi>s of the sleepers wax^d deadly and chill. 
And their hearts but once beav'd, and for ever grew 

still. 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide 
But through it there roU*d not the breath of hi» 

pride ; 
And the fiwin of his «;aip!ng lay white on theturf^ 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 
ll'ith the dew on bis brow and the rust on his mail; 
And tlie tents were all silent, the banners alone, 
The lances unlifted, the trampet unblown. 

And the widows of Aahar are loud In their widli 
And the idols are broke In the temple of Baal ; 
And the might of the Gentile, onsmote by the sword, 
Hath melted Ilko mow hn tho glaoca of the Loud. 

BTIOM. 



THE SACRED LYRE. 35 

JERUS'LETkl ! JERUS'LEM, THE SPOILER HAS 

TROD. 

Jerus'lcm! Jerus'lem, the spoiler has trod. 
On the hill of thy Zion the mount of thy God ; 
And the tow'rs of thy city which brilliantly shone, 
Are moulder*d to dust and thy temple is gone. 

But where are thy people, the once happy race, 
The Israel of God and the pride of their place ? 
Go ask at their prophets and hear what they say. 
For the wrath olf Jehovah has foro*d them away. 

They are <lrivcn afar 'mong the lands of the earth. 
Their name is a scorn and the place of their birth ; 
And no more near their Zion its praises they sin^, 
For their land is the seat of an infidel king. 

But yet, oh ! JerusMem, thy tow'rs shall again, 
Look proud on thy Zion, and smile o*er the plain ; 
And thy people shaU come where the spoiler has 

trod. 
Their city to build, and give praise to their God. 

WBIR. 



THE POWER OF GOD. 

Thou art, O God, the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see : 

Its glow by day, its smile by night, 
Are but reflections cangfat from thee ! 

Where'er we turn, thy glorin riiine. 

And all things fair and bright are thine. 

When day with farewell beam delays, 
Among the op'uing clouds of even, 

And we can almost think we gaze 
Through goldea vistas into heaven, 




■ 't. 

•i 



] . 

! 



? i 



•^•■ke some dark beaateou 
Is sparkling with a tht 
Tliat saci^Ni gloom, those 
So i^ndy so countlessi Lt 

When youthful spring aro 
Thy Spirit warms her 

And every flow*r the sum 
Is bom beneath that kii 

Where'er we turn, thy glo 

And all things fair and brij 



A SUMMER EVE 
How fine has the day been, hov 
How lovely and joyful the cou 
Though he rose in a mist whe 

And there followed some dr 
But now the fair Traveller's c 
His rays all are gold> and his I 
He paints the sky gay as he sii 

And f" 
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OF MAN'S MORTALITY. 

LiKB AS the damask rose yoa see, 

Or like the blossom on the tree, 

Or like the daiuty flower of May, 

Or like the morning to the day. 

Or like the sun, or like the shade, 

Or like the gourd which Jonas had, 

E*en such as man ; — whose thread Is spun, 

Drawn out, and cut, and so is done.*" 

The rose withers, the blossom blasteth, 

The flower fades, the morning hasteth, 

The sun sets, the shadow flies, 

The gourd consumes,— and man he dies ! 

Like to the grass that's newly sprung, 

Or like a tale that's new begun, 

Or like the bird that's here to-day. 

Or like the pearled dew of May, 

Or like an hour, or like a span, 

Or like the singing of a swan, 

£*en such is man ; — ^who lives by breath, 

Is here, now there, in life and death.— 

The grass withers, the tale is ended. 

The bird Is flown, the dew's ascended. 

The hour is short, the span not long, 

The swan's near death, — man's life is done ! 
• • • • • 

WASTELL. 



A HYME TO CONTENTMENT. 

LoTBLT, lasting, peace of mind ! 
Sweet delight of human kind ! 
Heav'nly bom, and br«d on high. 
To crown the fav'rites of the sky 
With more ofbappiDen below 
ntm rieton in ji Crfumph know \ 
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It seemM as all the quiet place 
Confess'd the presence of the grace. 
When thus she spok e Go, rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild passions all be still ; 
Know God — and bring thy heart to know 
'llie joys which from religion flow: 
Then every grace shall prove its guest, 
And I'll be there to crown the rest. 

Oh ! by yonder mossy seat. 
In my hours of sweet retreat ; 
Might I thus my soul employ. 
With sense of gratitude and joy ; 
Raised, an ancient prophets were, 
In heavenly vision, praise and pray'r ; 
Pleasing all men, hurting none, 
Pleaa'd and ble«ii*d with God alone; 
Then, while the gardens take my aight, 
With all the colours of delight; 
While silver waters glide along, 
To please my ear, and court my song ; 
1*11 lift my voice, and tune my string. 
And Thee, ffreat Source ofnahire, sing. 

The sun that walks his airy way, 
To light the world and give the day; 
The moon that shines with borrow'd light ; 
The stars that gild the gloomy night ; 
The seaa that roll unnumber'd waves ; 
llie wood that spreads its shady leaTsa; 
The field whose ears conetal the grain. 
The yellow treasure of the plain ; 
All of these, and all I see. 
Should be sung, and sung by me : 
They speak their Maker «a they cany 
Bat want mod mk (be tMigue of Hm.^ 



ll 
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The Fithcr of ctaniBl ligl 

Sball there hl> beami d 

Nor (hell ODe momeni'- ^ 
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Tlicre all the miiliont of bis ninti 

Shall in ooe aoog unite ; 
And each the blis^ of all shall share 

WHhiofinltedelifht. 

r. ooDMiinGx. 



A CONTEMPLATION ON NIGHT. 

i^HKTUKa amid the gloom of Dight I stray, 
^r my glad eyes enjoy revolviog day, 
till Nature's rarious face informs my seuse, 
if an all- wise, all-powerful, ProTidence. 

When the ga^ sun first breaks the shades of n%ht' 
kUd strikes the distant eastern hills with light, 
'oloor returns, the plains their Iiv*ry wear, 
ind a bright verdure clothes the smilllng year ; 
lie blooming flow'rs with opening beauties glow, 
Lod grazing flocks their milky fleeces show, 
lie barren diffii with chalky fronts arise, 
knd a pure azure arches o'er the skies* 
lut, when the gloomy reign of night returns, 
»tript of her fading pride all nature mourns : 
lie trees no more their wonted verdure boast, 
Sut weep in dewy tears their beauty lost; 
110 distant landscapes draw our curious eyes, 
V^rapt In night*s robe the whole creation lies. 
fet still e>n now while darkness clothes the land, 
Ve view the traces of th* Almighty hand ; 
if illions of stars in heav*n*s wide vault appear, 
knd with new glories hang the boundless sphere : 
lie silver Moon her western couch forsakes, 
knd o*er the skies her nightly circle makes ; 
ler solid globe beats back the sunny rajrs, 
lad t» the world her borrowed light repays. 

Whether those stars that twinkling lustra wsi^ 
Lrv Mzm^ and roUbig worlds those tuna i^U!n^> 
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Man iDAy conjecture, and new schemes declsKf 
Yet all his svHtcins but conjectures are : 
Hut this wc know, that hcav'n's eternal Kinf, 
Who hade this universe from nothing springs 
Can at his If'orfl hid num'rous worlds appear* 
And riising worlds th' all-powerful //orti shall hcsr. 

When to the western maiu the sun descends, 
Tu other lands u rising day he lends ; 
The sjirending dawn another shepherd spies, 
Tlie wakeful Hocks from their warm folds arise ; 
UefriHih'd the peasant seeks his early toil. 
And bids the plough correct his fallow soil. 
While we in »lei!]>*s embrores waste the night. 
The climes o]»pos*d enjoy meridian light; 
And when those lands the busy sun foraakeSy 
With us Again the rosy morning wakes ; 
In lazy sleep the night rolls swift awny, 
And neither clime laments his absent ray. 

When the pure soul Is from the body flown, 
N(» more shall night*s alternate reign be known : 
The sun no more shall rolling light bestow, 
But from th* Almighty streams of glory flow. 
Oh, may some nobler thought my soul employ 
Than empty, transient, sublunary, joy ! 
'llie stars shall drop, the sun shall lose hia flame, 
Hut th<iu, O God, for ever shine the same. 

CAT, 



THE FUNERAL, 

Jin Ecloffue, 

Stranger. Whom are they usheringArom the world, 
with all 
'ITUm pMgeMntry and long fmAia ol 4«iiiCd^ 
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■ 

nan, A long parade, indeed, sir, and yet 

here 
»ut half ; round yonder bend It reaches 
I fiurther, carriage behind carriage. 

I bat a mournful sight, and yet the pomp 
ne to stand a gazer. 

T, Yonder School-boy 
m the truant, says the proclamation 
was nothing to the show, and eren 
ring of the members at election 
of have been a finer sight than this ; 
t red and green are prettier colours 
thia mourning. — There, sir, you behold 
le red gown*d worthies of the city, 
r and the boast of our exchange, 
it was worth last week, a good half million, 
down in yonder hearse. ' 

S.- Then he was bom 
lucky planet, who to-day 
aming on for his inheritance. 

hen first I heard his death, that very wish 
my lips; but now the closing scene 
^miedy hath waken*d wiser thoughts: 
lets God, that when I go to the grave, 
ill not be the weight of wealth like his 
me down. 

S, The camel and the needle,— 
ben your mind? 

T. Even so. The text 
. wisdom. I would ride the camel,— 
} him flying through the needle's eye, 
r as such a pamper'd soul 
isf the narrow gate* 
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'" '*»* P««chin^ mood 

Cumber the earth no;:; 
^tor'a fra„cifu,| i,., 

K..>,,1' f »""'. open, h 

So Wdly of the dead ? "^ 
Undone :__/•„- .: ^" ''<' 

^"■d to no M f '^'' •'»' 
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ktj neTer hide their lif^hts beneath a biuheL 
8. Nay, nay, oncharitable air ! for eften 
iKh bounty lil&e a streamlet flow onteeiH 
Rahenin^ and giving life along its ooarse^ 

2*. We track the streamlet by the brighter green 
iad lirelier growth it gives : — ^but, as for this— 
liis was a pool that stagnated and stonk, 
V raioa of heaven engendered nothing in it 
hit slima and. foul corruption. 

S^ Yet even these 
kfe rest ff v s ir s, whence public charity 
tin keeps her channels full. 

T. Now, sir, yon toach 
fpon the point. This man of half a million 
fsd all thiese pubHc virtues which you praise : — 
ot the poor man rung never at his door ; 
ttd the old beggar at the public gate, 
lio, all the summer long, stands, hat in hand, 
e knew how vain it was to lift an eye 
• that hard face. Tet he was always found 
noog your ten and twenty pound subscribers, 
Bor benefhctors in the news-papers, 
b alms were money put to interest 
I the other world,--^onation8 to keep open 
mnning charity-account with heaven :~ 
Haining fees against the last arizes, 
hen, for the trusted talents, strict account 
lall be required from a]I,and the old Arch-Lawyer 
ttd hia •wn cause as i^intiff. 

S. I must needs 
lUere yon, sir:— these are your witnesses, 
MM mounMrs here, who from their carriages 
ipa at- the gaping crowd. A good March wind 
efia to \»prMjr*d far now, to lend their eyta 
■V decent rbmuDm The rery hireUag mnlft 
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Bears not a fare blanker of all emotion 

Than the old aenrant of the family ! 

How can this man have liy^d, that thus hia death ' 

Casts not the soiling one white handkerchief! 

T, AVho should lament for him, sir, In whoM 
heart 
Love had no place, nor natural charity ? 
Hie parlour spaniel, when she heard his step. 
Rose slowly from the hearth, and stole aside 
With creeping pace ; she never rais*d her eyes 
To woo kind words, from him, nor laid her bead 
Up-rais*d upon his knee, with fondling whine. 
How could it be but thus ! Arithmetic 
Was the sole science he was ever taught. 
The multiplication-table was fa% Creed, 
His Pater-noster, and his Decalogue. 
When yet he was a boy, and should have breath'd 
The open air and sun-shine of the fields. 
To give his blood its natural spring and play. 
He, in a close and dusky counting-house;. 
Smock-dried and sear*d and shrivell'd up his bean. 
So, from the way in which he was traln*d up, 
His feet departed not ; he toU*d and moird. 
Poor muck- worm ! thro' his th r ee-acorc years and 

ten. 
And when the earth shall now be shoveUM on bin, 
If that which serv*d him for a soul were still 
Within iU husk, 'twould still be, dirt to dirt. 

i^. Yet your next newspapers will blazon him 
For industry and honourable wealth, 
A bright example. 

T. K?enhalf«miUUm 
Gets liim no other pnlaa. Bnt eome this way 
Scmt twdTo^oootha hMMe^ and you will find hh 
viitnM 
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*iiiily set forth in lapidary lioes, 

Jth, with her torch beside, and little Capids 

rapping upon his urn their marble teirs. 

SOUTRir. 



PSALM. 
Viae of the heavenly hodiet. 

Tux spacioos firmament on high» 
With all the blue etherial sky, 
And spangled heayens, a shining frame, 
Their great original proclaim. 

Th* unwearied sun, from day to day, 
Doth his Creator's power display ; 
And publisfiss, to every land. 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wond'rous tale ; 
And, nightly, to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth. 

While all the stars that round her bum, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Cooftrm the tidings as they roU, 
And ^read the truth from pole to pole. 

What tho*, in solemn silence, all 
More round the dark terrestrial ball ; 
What tho* no real voice nor sound 
Amidst the radient orbs be found ; 

In reason's ear they all rfjoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voice; 
For ever singing, as they shine, 
" The hand that made us is divlaeV* 
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COMFORT. 

When gathering clouds around I view. 
And days are dai'k, and friends are few ; 
On Him I lean, who not in vain, 
Experienced every hnman pain. 
He sees my griefs, allays my fenrs, 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 

If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom's narrow way : 
To fly the good I would pursue^ 
Or do the thing I would not do : 
Still Ho who felt temptation's power, 
Shall guard me in that dangerous hour. 

If wounded love my bosom swell, 
Despised by those I prized too well ; 
He bhall his pitying aid bestow. 
Who felt on earth severer woe ; 
At once betrayed, denied, or fled, 
By those who shared his daily bread. 

Wlicn vexing thoughts within me rise. 
And, sore dismayed, my spirit dies ; 
Yet He who once vouchsafed to bear 
The sickening anguish of despair, 
Shall sweetly soothe, shall gentij dry 

The throbbing heart, the streaming cyei 

« 

W^hen mourning o'er aonM stooa I tModl 
Which oovers all that was a friend; 
And from Us roiecy hfcs baDd* hia MBlli^ 
Divides me for a little while; 
Thou, Saviour, mark'tt the tean I alidl. 
For thou didst w«ep o'er Laianu dcftd. 

And O ! whan I hnv« mUAj put 
2%raqgb ererj QQuflVet IraJt thia Um ; 
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Still, ttiU ODchaDging, wstch betide 
My paiuful bed — ^for thou hast died ; 
Theu point to realms of cloudlets day, 
And wipe the latest tear away. 

a* oaAKT. 



A NIGHT PIECE ON DEATH. 

Br the blue taper's trembling light, 
No more I waste the wakeful night, 
Intent with endlett riew to pore 
The tchoolmen and the taget o'er : 
Their books from wisdom widely stray. 
Or point at best the longest way. 
1*11 seek a readier path, and go 
Where wisdom's surely taught below. 

How deep yon azure dyes the tky ! 
Where orbs of gold unnumber'd lie, 
While thro* their ranks in silver pride ■ 
The nether crescent seems to glide. 
The slnm'bring breeze forgets to breathe, 
The lake is smooth and clear beneath. 
Where oooe again the spangled show 
Deaoends to meet our eyes below. 
The grounds, which on the right aspire, 
In dimness from the view retire : 
The left presents a place of graves, 
Whose wall the silent water lares. 
That steeple guides thy doubtful sight 
Among the livid gleams of night. 
Tliere pass with meUncholy state. 
By all the solemn heaps of fiite, 
And think, as softly-sad job tmd 
Akore tim notnbh dead^ 
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Time was, like that, they life poue$t. 
And time ahaU be, that thou ahalt rett. 

Those graves, with bending osier boand. 
That nameless heave the crumbled groand, 
Quick to the glancing thought disclose. 
Where Toil and Poverty repose. 

The flat smooth stones that bear a name. 
The chissers slender help to fame, 
(Which ere our set of friends decay 
Tlieir frequent step may wear away) 
A Middle Race of mortals own. 
Men, half ambitious, all unknown. 

The marble tombs that rise on high, 
AVhose dead in vaulted arches lie. 
Whose pillars swell with sculptured stonesr 
Arms, angels, epitaphs* and bones, 
Thcie (all the poor remains of state) 
Adorn the J2fcA or praise the Great ; 
Who, while on earth in fame they live, 
Are senseless of the fame they give. 

Ha ! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fiides, 
The bursting earth unveils the shades ; 
All slow, and wan, and wrapp'd with shrsndf* 
They rise In visionary crowds. 
And all with sober accent cry. 
Think, mortal, what it it to dit. 

Now from yon Mack and fan*ral yew. 
That bathes the cliamel-lioase with dew, 
Methlnks I bear a Totoe begin ; 
(Ye ravens, oease yoar eninklng din, 
Ye tolling doek% no time naonnd 
O'er «be Jonc Uw vaA n\A&l^ ipMaA 
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It sends a peal of hollow froans. 
Thus speaking from among the bones. 

When men my scythe and darts supply, 
How great a lAug of Feart am I ! 
They view me like the last of things : 
They make, and then they dread my stingN. 
Fools ! if you less provok'd your fears, 
No more my spectre-form appears. 
Death's but a path that must be trod, 
If man would ever pass to God : 
A port of calms, a state of ease 
FVom the rough rage of swelling seas. 

Why then thy flowing sable stoles. 
Deep pendant cypress, mourning poles, 
Loose scarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 
Long palls, drawn hearses, cover*d steeds. 
And plumes of black that, as they tread, 
Nod o*er the 'scutcheons of the dead ? 

Nor can the parted body know, 
Nor wants the soul, these forms of woe : 
As men who long in prison dwell. 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
Whene'er their suflTring years are run, 
Spring forth to greet the glitt'ring sun : 
Such Joy, though far transcending sense. 
Hare pious souls at parting hence. 
On earth, and in the body plac'd, 
A few and evil years they waste : 
But when their chains are cast aside, 
See tha glad scene unfolding wide, 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 
And mingle with the blaze of day. 

TAUvmvu 
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THE BEACON. 

The aeene wms more beautiful far, to mj eye 
Tlian if day in its pride had array*d it ; 

The land-breeze blew mild, and the azure-arch 
Look'd pure as the spirit that made it. 

The murmur arose, as I silently gn*d 
On the shadowy waves' playful motion; 

From the dim distant isle till the beacon -fire b 
Like a star in the midst of the ocean. 

No longer the joy of the sailor-boy's breast 
Was heard in his wildly breath'd numben 

The sea-bird has flown to her wave-girdled i 
The fisherman sunk to his slumbers. 

I sigh*d as I look*d from the hills' gentle slO| 
All hush'd was the billows* commotion ; 

And I thought that the beacon look'd lovely as 
That star of life's tremulous ocean. 

The time is long past, and the scene is afkr. 
Yet, when my head rests on its pillow. 

Will memory sometimes rekindle the star 
That blaz'd ou the breast of the billow. 

In life's dosing hour, when the trembling wi 
And death stills the soul's last emotion, 

O then may the seraph of mercy arise, 
Llk« a star on eternity's ocean ! 

r. M. J 

THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL 

Vital spark of heavenly flame ! 

Quit, oh quit, thte nMMCtiX fnoMX 
IVnDUing, hopiiic, \\n^i\i^« ^^aV 
Oh the pidD, Um IAIm, oft 4iVd%\ 
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CflMe, fond Nature, cease thy ttrife. 
And let me languish into life ! 

Hark ! they whisper ; angela say, 
' Slater spirit, come away !* 
What is this absorbs me quite, 
Steab my senses, shuts my sight, 
Drowns my spirits, draws my breath ? — 
Tell me, my soul, can this be Death ? 

The worid recedes, it dis%ppears ! 
Heav'n opens on my eyes ! my ears 

With sounds seraphic ring ! 
Liend, lend your wings ! I mount ! I fly ! 
O Orare ! where is thy victory ? 

P Death! where is thy sting? rori. 



PSALM. 

When ail thy mercies, O my God ! 

My rising soul surveys, 
Transported with the view, Tm lost 

In wondor, love, and praise. 

When worn with sickness, oft hast thou 
With health renew*d my face ; 

And, when in alns and sorrows sunk, 
Reviv'd my soul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss 
Hath made my cup run o*er. 

And in a kind and faithful friend 
Hath doubled all my store. 

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ, 
Nov ia the least a cheerful heart 

Thai testes tboee gifts with joy. 
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Through every period of my life 

Thy goodness I'll pursue ; 
And after death in distant worlds 

The glorious theme renew. 

When nature fails, and day and night 

Divide thy works no more. 
My ever grateful heart, O Lord, 

Tliy mercy shall adore. 

Through all eternity, to thee, 

A joyful song 1*11 raise ; 
I'or O, eternity alone 

("an utter all thy praise. 

ADDI: 



•SKKINO WE ARE COMPASSED ABOUT WIT^ 
GREAT A CLOUD OF WITKESSE&*' 

Could we but look beyond our sphere, 
And trace along the azure sky. 

The myriads that were inmates here, 
Since AbePs spirit soarM on high. 

l^hen might we tell of those who see 

Our wandVings from Eternity ! 

ISut human frailty cannot gase, 
On such a cloud of splendid light. 

As heavens acred court displays. 
Of blessed spiriU c1oth*d in white. 

Who from the fears of death are free— - 

And look from an £temity. 

They look, bat ne'er return again, 
To tell the secrets of their home, 

And kindliest tears for them are vain. 
For Defer! 'never, shall thej 
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Till Time's pale light begin to flee, 
Before a bright Eternity. 

Could we but gaze beyond our sphere, 
Within the golden porch of heaT*n, 

And tee thoee spirits which appear, 
Like stara upon the robe Eren. 

But no, unseen to us they see 

Our wanderings from Eternity. 

The crimes of men which heaven saw, 

And pitied with a parent's eye ; 
Could ne'er a kindred spirit draw. 

In mercy from its home on high,— 
They look, but all they know or see 
Is silent as Eternity. 

At noonday hour, or midnight deep. 
No bright inhabitant draws nigh ; 

And though a parent's ofispring weep. 
No whisper echoes from the sky. 

Though friends may gaze, yet all they see 

Is known but in Eternity. 

Yet we may look beyond our sphere. 
On one who shines among the throng ; 

And we by Faith may also hear 
The triumphs of a glorious song ; 

And while we gaze on Him, we see 

The path to this Eternity. 

wri3. 



THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 
When marshal'd on the nightly plain. 

The glittering host bestud the sky ; 
One star alone, of all the train, 

Cui &L the sinner*B wandering e^«. 
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iAe Storm WMJou 

ilie ocean yami'd,^ 

The wind that Um 

^P horror then my 

l)eath.struck, I cea 

When suddenly a star 

^* wa« the star of J 

^^ r^ "Py Suide, my : 

.^'J^^^n^y dark for 

^nd through the siom 

it led me to the porl 

Now aafejy moor'd^-m 

I Jl aing, first in nigh 

The Star .'—The Stai 
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e to a Land of Promise go, 
Lord ! by thine ovm appointed way ; 
11 guide, illumine, cheer our flight, 
cloud by day, in fire by night. 

otect us through this wilderness 
From serpent plague, and hostUe rage ; 
1th bread from heaven our table bless. 
With liring streams our thirst assuage ; 
>r let our rebel hearts repine, 
* follow any voice but Thine. 

ly righteous laws to us proclaim. 
Bat not from Sinai's top alone ; 
id in the rock-dift, be thy name. 
Thy pow*r, and all thy goodness shown ; 
id may we never bow the knee 
any other gods but Thee. 

y presence with us, move or rest ; 
—And as the eagle, o*er her brood, 
itters her pinions, stirs the neat ; 
Covers, defends, provides them food, 
ars on her wings, insUncts to fly ; 
Thus, thus prepare us for the sky. 

ben we have number*d all our years. 
And stand at length on Jordan's brinlt, 
loogh the flesh fail with human fears. 
Oh ! let not then the spirit shrink ; 
It strong in fiiith, and hope, and love, 
luigv through the stream,— to rise above. 

MONTOOMiar. 



LOOKINO UPWARDS IN A STORM. 
God of my life, to thee I call* 
AfBicted at thy feet I fall ; 

c2 
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When the great water-Aooda prevmil. 
Leave not my trembling heart to lail ! 

Frii>nd of the friendless and the fidnt! 
AVhere should I lodge my deep oomplaiirt? 
Where but with thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor ? 

Did ever mourner plead with thee. 
And thou refuse that mourner's plea? 
Does not that word still fix*d remain. 
That none shall seek thy face in vmln ? 

That were a grief I could not bear, 
Didst thou not hear and answer pray*r; 
But a prayV-hearing, answ'ring God, 
Supports me under ev*ry load. 

Fair is the lot that^s cast for me; 
I have an advocate with thee; 
They, whom the world caresses most. 
Have no such privilege to boast. 

Poor though I am, despis'd, fbip>ty 
Yet God, my God, forgets me not; 
And he is safe, and must succeed. 
For whom the Lord>ouchsafe8 to pleML 

COWKl* 



THE LAST DAY. 

Etkn thns amid thy pride and Inzory, 

Oh Earth ! shall that last coming burst en Iksc 

That secret coming of the Son of Bfao ; 
When all the cherub-throning donds shall lUac^ 
irradUte with his bright Ml?aiiciiig sign} 

When that gnat Hnahandman ahall wave hli 



i 
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tf , like chaffy thy wealth and pomp away : 

the noontide of that nightleas day, 

tliou thy wonted dissolute coarse maintain. 

ha hasy mart and crowded street, 

for and the seller still shall meet, 

marriage feasts begin their jocund strain. 

the pouring out the cap ai woe ; 

tb, a drunkard, reeling to and fro, 

NinCains molten by his burning feet, 

ftT*n his presence own, all red with furnace 

heat, 
ity ! trembling like a timid child, 
ir tiiy awful Toieo—«larm*d— afraid— 
le flashes of thy light*ning wild, 
in the very grave would hide my head. 
ffhat is man ? ap to the sun he flies— 
BeUy wanders through earth*8 vale of dust: 
■ he lost 'midst heav*n*s high mysteries, 
here in error and in darkness Inst : 
h the storm-clouds, on life's raging sea, 
poor sailor— by the tempest tost, 
who shall then aorvive? 
who shall stand and live ? 
ill that hath been is no more ; 
n for tha round earth hung in air, 
ii all its constellations fair, 
sky's asure canopy : 

lor the breathing earth, and sparkling sea, 
a fiery deluge without shore, 
ig along th* abyss profound and dark, 
r deluge and without an arlc 
f all power, when thou art there alone 
f eternal fiery-wheeled throne, 
t in its high meridian nooo 
1 not the j>er2«b*d sun nor moon : 
tboa MTt then In thy preaidlng ftUbSut^ 
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Witlc iK'epter'd monarch o er the realm of doom : 

When from the wa-deptlis, from earth*! durkat 
woinb, 
Till' di'ud of ull the ages rouud thee wait ; 
Ami ^\hi;n the tribes of wickedness are strewn, 

Like forcbt leuveh in the autumn of thine ire: 
Faithful and true ! thou still shalt save thine own 1 

TJic saints bhull dwell with unhanuiiig tire; 
Karii wIiUc robe 8]iotle8Sf blooming every |>alm. 
Kveii xii'v as we, by this still Fountain's side. 
Sii fthiill the Church, thy bright and mystic bride 

Si I on the stoimy gulf a halcyon hinl of calm. 
Yes, mid yon angry and destroying Nigns, 
D'er us the niinbow of thy mercy shines, 
W'v hall, we bless the covenant of its beam, 
Almi;(hty to avenge, almightiest to redeem! 

MILMAX ! 



sDliNI) THE LOUD TIMBREL OER EGYPT S 
DARKKLA! 

S«<(M) the loud Timbrel o*er Egypt's dark sra! 
Jehovah has triumph M — his people are free. 
Sine, — f«ir the pride of the tyrant is broken, 
Ills rhiiriotb and horsemen, all s^dendld and 
brave, 
lluw vain was their boasting ! — The I.«rd hath 
but spoken, 
And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the 
wave. 
Sound the loud timbrel o*er Egypt's dark sea ; 
Jeho\-»h has trlumph'd* — his people are tree. 
I'raise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord, 
His word was our arrow, his breath waa wr 
sword !^ 
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Who thall return to tell Egypt the ttory 

Of those she lent forth in the hour of her pride? 
For tlM Lord hath look'd out from hit pillar of 
glory, 
And all her brave thousands are daah'd In the 
tide. 
Sound the loud timbrel oVr Egypt's dark sea f 
Jefaorah has triumph'd^his people are free. 

Mooai. 



THE EVENING CLOUD. 

A CLOUD lay cradled near the setting sun, 

A gleam of crimson ting*d its braided snow, 
Long hMd I watched the glory moving on. 

O'er the still radiance of the lake below ; 
Tranquil its spirit seem*d, and floated slow, 

E*en in its very motion there was rest ; 
While ev'ry breath of eve that chanc*d to blow. 

Wafted the trav'Uer to the beauteous west. 
Emblem, methought, of the departed soul. 

To whoae white robe the gleam of bliss is giv'n. 
And by the breath of mercy made to roll 

Right onward to the golden gates of heav*n. 
Where to the eye of faith it peaceful lies, 
And tells to man his glorious destinies. 

WILSON. 



THE GRAVE. 

Thxex is a calm for those who weep : 
A rest for weary pilgrims found : 
They softly lie, and sweetly sleep. 
Low in the ground. 

The storm that wrecks the wintry tky^ 
No mon dhtvrba their deep repote^ 



( THE SACRED LYRE. 

Than summer eT*niDg*B latest aigh, 
That shuta tha roa«, 

I long to lay this painful head, 
And aching heart, beneath the noil ; 
To slumber in that dreamless bed 
From all my toiL 

The grave, that never spake before, 
Ifath found at length a tongue to chide; 
O listen!— I will speak no more : — 
lie silent, pride ! 

Art thou a mourner? hast thoo known 
The joy of innocent delights, 
Endearing days for ever flown. 
And tranquil nights? 

() live ! and deeply cherish still 
The sweet remembrance of the past ; 
Rely on Heav*n*s unchanging will 
For peace at last. 

Tho* long of winds and waves the sport, 
Condemn *d in wretchedness to roam ; 
Live! thou shalt reach a shelt'ring port* 
A quiet home. 

Seek the true treasure, seldom found, 
Of pow'r the fiercest griefii to calm. 
And soothe the bosom's deepest wound 
With heav'nly balm. 

\Vhate*er thy lot— where'er thou 
Confess thy folly— kiss the rod; 
And in thy chast*ning sonrows tee 
The hand of God. 

A bruised reed be will not bre«k ; 
AmiethoM all hit chUdren UA\ 
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He wiMUid« them for hit merey't a«ke. 
He woundt to heal ! 

HumbljBd beneath big mighty hand. 
Prostrate, his providence adore: 
"Tie done! ariae! He l»ida thee itand, 
To fiill no more. 

Now, traT*ller in the vale of tears! 
To realms of ererlasting light, 
Thro* Time's dark wildemesa of years, 
Pursue thy flight* 

There is a calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found : 
And while the mould'rhig ashes sleep 
Low in the ground, 

The soul, of origin divine, 
God*s glorious image freed from day. 
In heav'n's eternal sphere shall shine 
A star of day ! 

The sun is but a spark of fire, 
A transient meteor in the sky ; 
The soul, immortal ai its Sire, 
Shall MavBa die! 



MOMTOOMiaY. 



THE DOVE. 

The dove let loose in eastern skies, 

Returning fondly home, 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 

Where idle warblers roam; 

But high she shoots through air and light, 
AboTe all low delay; 



( 
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Where nothing earthly bounds her flight. 
Nor shadow dims her way. 

So grant me, God, from earthly care, 
From pride and passion free, 

Aloft, through faith and love's pure air, 
To hold my course to thee. 

No lure to tempt, no art to stay 
My soul, as home she springs ; 

Thy sunshine on her joyful way. 
Thy freedom on her wings. 



MOO I 



THi: DECEl'l FULNESS OF THE WOULD. 

1 N the morning of life, when its sweet sunny sn 
Shines bright on our path, we may dream we 
blest. 
We may look on the world as a gay fiury iale, 
Where sorrow's unknown, and the weary hj 
rest. 

But the brightness that shone, and the hopes 
cnjoy'd. 
Are clouded ere noon, and soon vanish away 
While the dark beating tempest, on life's stor 
tide. 
Obscures all the sweets of the morning's bri, 
ray. 

llien where are thoae bowers, in some gay ha] 
plain, 
Wliere hope ne*er deceives, and where love is i 
true; 
Where the bHghtneaa of morning shlnea on but 
gain 
A sunshioe as bright and aa pramWlih^ too? 
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)b ! aak ibr if not, in thU valley of ilglu, 
Where we smile but to weep, and we ne*er ean 

find rest ; 
or the world we would wish, thinet afar in the 

■kles, 
Where eorrow't unknown — *tit the home of the 
bleat! 

WKIK. 



HEAVENLY MINSTREL. 

Exthkom'd upon a hill of light, 

A heav'nly minstrel sings ; 
And sounds, unutterably bright, 

Spring ftom the golden strings. 
Who would hare thought so fair a form 
Onea bent beneath an earthly storm ! 

Yet was he sad and lonely here; 

Of low and humble birth; 
And mingled, while in this dark splie^. 

With meanest sons of earth. 
In spirit poor, in look forlorn. 
The Jest of mortals and the scorn. 

A crown of heaT*n]y radiance noff, 

A harp of golden strings, 
Glitters upon his deathless brow, 

And to his hymn-note rings. 
The bow*r of interwoven light 
Seems, at the sound, to grow more bright. 

Then while with visage blank and sear. 

The po(Mr in soul we see ; 
Let us not think what he is here, 

Bot whMt be soon will be ; 
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And loak beyond this earthly night, 
1 o crowns of gold, and bow*n of light. 

SDMItrON. 



EVENING HYMN FOR FAMILY WORSHIP. 

O Lord, another day is flown, 

And we, a lonely band, 
Are met once more before thy throne. 

To bless thy fostering hand. 

And wilt thou bend a list*ning ear, 

To praises low as ours ? 
Tliou wilt ! for Thou dost love to hear 

The song which meekness pours. 

And Jesus, thou thy smiles wilt deign. 

As we before tbee pray ! 
For thou didst bless the iniant train, 

And are we less than they? 

() let thy grace perform its part. 

And let contention cease ; 
And shed abroad in every heart 

Thine everlasting peace ! 

Thus chastened, cleans*d, entirely thine, 

A flock by Jesus led ; 
The sun of Holiness shall shine. 

In glory on our head. 

And thou wilt turn oar wand*ring fteC, 

And thou wilt bless our way ; 
'Till worlds shall fade, and faith iball greet 

The dawo of lasting day. 

H. K. wairr. 



THE SACRED LYRE. 9T 

PRAYER . 
pRATXK is the Mml't sincere desire, 

UnutterM or exprest ; 
The motion of a hidden fire, 

That trembles in the breast. 

Prayer is the burthen of a sigh, 

Thefallingof a tear; 
The upward glaneing of an ye, 

When none but God is near. 

Prayer is the simplest form of speech 

lliat icfimt lips can try ; 
Prayer the sublimest strains that reach 

llie Majesty on high. 

Prayer is the Christian's vital breath. 

The Christian's native air ; 
His watchword^at the gates of death. 

He enters heaven by prayer. 

Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice, 

RetumiDg from his ways ; 
While angels in their songs rrjoir«, 

And say, *' Behold he prays !** 

The saints in prayer appear as one 

In word, and deed, and mind. 
When with the Father and his Son, 

Their fellowship they find. 

Nor prayer is made on earth alone. 

The Holy spirit pleads ; 
And Jetua on the eternal throne 

For sinners intercedes. 

O thou by whom we come to God, 
TUt Life, the Truth, the Way ; 
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The path of prayer thjself hut trod : 
Lord teach us how to pray. 

MOMTCOMIftT' 



HYMN. 



Awake, sweet harp of Judab, wake, 
Retune tby strings for Jesus' sake ; 
We sing the Saviour of our raee, 
The Lamb, our shield and hiding-place. 

When God*s right arm is bared f«r war. 
And thunders clothe his cloudy ear, 
Where, where, O where* shall man reOre, 
To escape the horrors of his ire? 

'Tis he, the Lamb, to him we fly. 
While the dread tempest passes by ; 
God sees his Well-beloved's face. 
And spares us in ourhiding-plaoe. 

Thus while we dwell in this low scene, 
The Lamb is our unfailing screen ; 
To him, though guilty, still we run, 
And God still spares us for htsSon. 

While yet we sqjoum here below, 
Pollutions still our hearts o*erflow; 
Fairn, abject, mean, a aentenc'd raoe. 
We deeply need a hiding-place. 

Yet courage— days and years will glides 
And we shall lay these dods aside ; 
Shall be baptised in Jordan's flood. 
And wash*d In Jesna' deansioff Uood. 

Then pore. Immortal, sinleH, freed. 
We through die Lamb shall bo decreed; 



•*• ^ the ikiee. 
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And Rend*st Iiim, shivering in thy playful Kpnf 
And hoi%'ling, to his gods, where haply lies 
His petty hopes in some near fort or biiy, 
And dashesthim again to earth:— there let him Ur 

llie armaments which thunder-strike the walU 
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake. 
And monarchs tremble in their capitals, 
Th« oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make 
Their clay creator the vain title take 
Ot* lord of thee, and arbiter of war ; 
These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flakei 
They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mir 
Alike the Armada's pride, or spoils of Trafidgsr. 

Thy shore.s are empires changed in all save the»-' 
Assyria, Greece, Ilume, Carthage, what are they' 
Thy waters wasted them while they were fine; 
And many a tyrant since ; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage ; their decay 
Has di'ied up realms to deserts:-— 4iot so thou. 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves' play— 
Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure broir— 
Such as creation's dawn beheld, thou rollest now. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty *8 form 
Glasses itself in tempests; in all time, 
GUm or convulsed—- in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark-heaving ;— lioundless, endless, and sub- 
lime — 
The image of Eternity— the threne 
Of the Invisible ; even from oat thy alime 
The moDsten of the deep are made; each Moe 
Obeys thee ; thou goett forth, dread, frthombWi 
alone. 

vrtev* 
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TRUST IN THE SAVIOUR. 

Not tddom, clad in radiant vest, 
Deceitfully goes forth the Mom ; 
Not seldom Evening in the west 
Sinks smilingly forsworn. 

The smoothest sens will sometimes prove, 
To the confiding Bark, uotrue ; 
And if she trust the stars above, 
They can be treacherous too. 

Tbe umbrageous Oak, in pomp outspread, 
Full oft, when storms the welkin rend. 
Draws lightning down upon the head 
It promised to defend. 

But Thou art true, incarnate Lord ! 
Who didst vouchsafe for man to die ; 
Thy smile is sure, thy plighted word 
No change can falsify ! 

I bent before thy gracious throne, 
And ask*d for peace with suppliant knee ; 
And peace was given— nor peace alone. 
But ^th, and hope, and eestacy ! 

WORDS WORTH. 



LOVE 

raOM TBS CUBSB OT KEHAMAH. 

Thxt sin who tell us Love can die. 
With life all other passions fly, 
All others are but vanity. 
In heaven ambition cannot dwell, 
Nor avarice in the vaults of hell. 
Earthly these passions, are of earth, 
TheyperUb where they have their VinV\. 
Bai Love ia iaJasCractibie ; 



A» uv «««•■• ■•«.•«,> ««•»■> aivras ■•• 

But the harvest-time of Lc 
O ! when a mother mectt • 
The bahe Hhe lost in in fane 
Hatli Nhe not then, for paii 
The day of wo, the unxiom 
For all her Korrow, all her 
An over-i»aynient of dcligh 



TO THE MEMORY OF HEN I 

Bkight be the place of thy 

No lovelier spirit than tl 
£*er barbt from its mortal 

In the orbs of the blcssei 
On earth thou wert all but 

As thy soul shall immor 
And our sorrow may c«u.fe 

When we know that thy 

Lltht be the turf of thv toi 
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HYMN. 



Behold! tb* Ambassador DiTine, 

Deseendiog from above. 
To publisb to mankind the law 

Of everlasting love ! 

On him, in rich effusion pour*d, 
The hcav'nly dew descends ; 

And truth divine he shall reveal 
To earth's remotest ends. 

No trumpet-sound, at his approach, 
Shall strike the wondVing ears; 

But still and gentle breathe the voice 
In which the God appears. 

By his kind hand the shaken reed 
Shall raise its falling frame ; 

The dying embers shall revive. 
And kindle to a flame. 

The onward progress of his seal 

Shall never know decline, 
Till foreign Umds and distant isles 

Receive the law divine. 

He who spread forth the arch of heav'ni 

And bade the planets roll. 
Who laid the basis of the earth. 

And ibrm'd the human soult-^* 

Thus saith the soul, ' Thee have I seot, 

A Prophet from the sky. 
Wide o*er the nations to proclaim 

The message from ou high. 

Btfiire thj huse the shades of dtttCki 
OkUl take to sudden flight ; 



I 



I 



p.wu<M u uuoiied of Umi 

Appointed rise o'er all. 

And lo ! presaging^ thy approai 
The heathen temples Mhake, 

And, trembling in forsaken fa 
The fabled idols quake. 

I am Jehovah : I am One : 
My name Hhall now be knoT 

No Idol shall usurp my praise, 
Nor mount into my throne' 

JjOf former scenes, predicted on 
Conspicuous rise to view ; 

And future scenes, predicted no 
Shall be accompli »h'd too. 

Now ting a new song to the Lo 
Le| earth his praise resound : 

Ye who upon the ocean dwell, 
And fill the isles around. 
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O from the streams of distant land 

Unto Jehovah sing ! 
And joyful from the mountains* tops 

Shout to the Lord the King ! 

Let all rombin'd with one accord 

Jehovah's glories rise, 
Till in remotest bounds of earth 

The nations sound his praise. 



Logan 



AT A FUNERAL. 

BiNBATH our feet, and o*er our head, 

Is equal warning given ; 
Beneath us lie the countless dead, 

Above us is the heaven ! 

Their names-are graven on the stone, 
Their bones arc in the clay ; 

And ere another day is done. 
Ourselves may be as they. 

Death rides on every passing breeze^ 

He lurks in every flower ; 
Each season has its own disease, 

Its peril every hour ! 

Our eyes have seen the rosy light 
Of youth's soft cheek decay, 

And Fate descend in sudden night 
On manhood's middle day. 

Our eyes have seen the steps of age 
Halt feebly t' wards the tomb, 

And jet AmII earth our hearli «n^^e, 
Aad dntanw of days to come ? 



70 
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Turn mortal, tarn ! thy danger know : 

Where'er thy foot can tread. 
The earth rings hollow from below. 

And warns thee of her dead ! 

Turn, Christian, tarn ! thy soal apply 

To truths divinely given ; 
The bones that underneath thee lie 

Shall live for Hell or Heaven ! 

HZB 



ANOTHER. 

Thou art gone to the grave, but we will not 
plore thee, 
Though sorrows and darkness encompass 
tomb ; 
Thy Saviour has passed through its portal bel 
thee 
And the lamp of his love is thy guide throi 
the gloom ! 

rhou art gone to the grave !•— we no longer beh 
thee, 
Nor trend the rough paths of the world by t 
side; 
But the wide arms of mercy are spread to inl 
thee, 
And sinners may die, for the sinlesi hava dii 



Thou art gone to the grave !^-and, iti 
forsaking, 

Perchance thy weak spirit in fearlinger'dkM 
But the mild raya of FaiadvM beam'd an I 

frakingf 
And the ooand which iiMiii WheV^ ^W 
9enphlm*m aong \ 
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SI 



ThovL art gone to the grave ! — but we will not de- 
plore thee, [guide ; 
Whose God was thy ransom, thy guardian and 
He gave thee^He took thee— and He wiU restore 
thee, [died ! 
And Death has no sting, for the Sarionr has 



OMNISCIENCE. 

God sits enthron*d In yonder sky, 
Beyond the cloudless blue ; 

And though unseen to every eye, 
All opens to his view. 

He sees those awful depths below, 
Which angels cannot trace ; 

"Sar can we from his presence go, 
Or find a hiding place. 

That eye eternity surveys. 

As if no cloud was there ; 
And worlds on which we nightly gaze, 

His awful presence share. 

The dead, whose scatter'd atoms lie. 

On earth, or in the deep. 
Cannot escape that piercing eye. 

Which ne*er was clos'd in sleep. 

ThsC eye which saw creation rise, 

8Im11 see its final close ; 
Nor seek to slumber in the skies, 

For God needs no repose. 

Omniscience ! who can speak of ihee ! 

Our thoughts no limits find ; 
'Ha like that dread eternity— 

Or God'9 ahnigbtj mind. 



Yet murmur'd not nor did oomplain ? 
Upon the hill of Calvary. 

Wliere was our Saviour at that hour, 
When earth and hell o'er him had pov 
When darliness veil'd the noonday ho 
Upon the hill of Calvary. 

Where was the Saviour of our race, 
When the rocks startled from their pli 
And the sun shrinking; hid its face? 
Upon the hill of Calvary. 

Where was our Saviour when the gra 
Threw back its cov*ring like a wave, 
And freedom to its prisoners gave ? 
Upon the hill of Calvar}\ 

Where was he when his blessed voice 
Bade the poor penitent rejoice. 
With promise of a paradise ? 
Upon the hill of Calvary. 

Where was our Saviour when he crie* 
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Where was he when the foes of man. 
With terror to earth's centre ran, 
Struck with salvation's wondrous plan ? 
Upon the hill of Calvary. * 

W^here should the sinner turn his eye, 
When something whispers he must die, 
And hell's dark snares before him lie ? 
To nought, to nought but Calvary. 

When friends prove false, and none are near. 
Our dark desponding hearts to cheer. 
Where should we look thro' sorrow's tear ? 
Up to the hill of Calvary. 

'Midst every scene of joy or woe 
Whilst in this vale of tears below. 
What should we ever wish to know ? 
A something more of Calvary. 

When the proud Atheist dares blaspheme 
Our blessed Saviour's holy name. 
What then should be our cheerful aim ? 
To think the more of Calvary. 

When sorrows rise on every side. 
And death our dearest ties divide. 
Where should our hopes alone confide ? 
On him that died on Calvary. 

When sickness comes to you and me, 
And the soul struggles to be free, — 
What should faith's eye enraptured see ? 
The glorious hopes of Calvary. 

Where will the ransom'd sinner gaze, 
'Midst all the joy which heaT*n displays, 
When thinking on his former wi.'^^a'^ 
Stek to the hiil of CalTiry. 



What nuiK i« tbM wlitch tiiii> 
Nur yet tterailj'% lonf racp, 
Can rtr iiblit'rit* or ethdx ? 
The nBine, tlie Danw of ( 

"O LORD, I KNOW THAT IN ^ 

MESS THOU HAST AFPLI' 

For whnt shntl I pralK ibtt, n 

King? 
Fnr whnt UcwiDg* the tiHbuM of 
RhKll 1 pr«I)a tlwe for pleuure, 

for OK, 
Fur the spring of delight, and 

Shall 1 pralM thm fbr Bower* thi 

br«it. 
For joyi in pcrnpectivr, and p1«u 
For the apiriti that hrightcn'd 

light, 
And th« slumben that sal on my 
For thii thoutd I praiie IhM ! bu 
1 ahould leave half-autold the do 
I thank thee for lickang, for tor 
For thclhoTUi I bavegsther'd, tt 
For niehb of ■oxietj', witchfnga 
A preaent of pain, a ppnpfctlTa ■ 
I praiie thm, I btm thee, my K 
Par the good and the eiil thy hai 
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THE SABBATH MORNING. 

How still tbe morning of the ballow'd day ! 
Mute is the voice of rural labour, hosh'd 
The ploughboy's whistle, and the milkmaid's song. 
The scythe lies glittering in the dewy wreath 
Of tedded grass, mingled with fading flowers, 
That jrester-mom bloom*d waving in the breeze : 
Sounds the most faint attract the ear,— the hum 
Of early bee, the trickling of the dew, 
Tbe dbtant bleating, midway up tbe bill. 
Calmness sits thron'd on yon unmoving cloud. 
To him who wanders o'er the upland leas, 
The blackbird's note comes mellower from the dale; 
And sweeter from the sky tbe gladsome lark 
Warblea bis beaven-tun*d song ; the lulling brook 
Murmurs more gently down tbe deep- worn glen ; 
While from yon lowly roof, whose curling smoke 
0*emiounts the mist, is heard, at intervals, 
The voice of psalms, the simple song of praise. 

OaAHAMK. 



THE SEASONS MORALIZED. 

BiBOLD the changes of the skies 
And see the circling seasons rise ; 
Henee let tbe mournful truth, refin*d, 
Improve the beauty of the mind. 
Winter late, with dreary reign, 
Ral*d the wide un joyous plain ; 
Gloomy storms with solemn roar, 
3hook the hoarse resounding shore ; 
Sorrow cast her sadness round, 
Life and joy forsook tbe ground ; 
Death, with wild imperious awmy, 
Budt tbe expiring world decay. 

d2 
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THE CHILDREN OF GOD 

Thirz is a family on eartliy 

Whose Father fills a throne : 
But, though a seed of heav*nly birth 

To men they're little known. 

Whene'er they meet the public eye, 

They feel the public scorn ; 
For men their fairest claims deny, 

And count them basely bom. 

But *tis the EJng who reigns abore, 
lliat claims them for his own : 

The favoured objects of his love, 
And destin'd to a throne. 

The honours that belong to them. 

By men are set at nought ; 
Whatever shines not thfy contemn. 

Unworthy of a thought ! 

But, ah ! how little they reflect ! 

For, mark th' unerring word ! 
"That which with men has most respect. 

Is odious to the Lord.*' 

Were honours evident to sense. 

Their portion here below ; 
The world would do them reverence, 

And all their claims allow. 

But, when the King himself waa here. 
His claims were set at nought : 

Would they another lot prefer ? 
Rejected be the thought .' 

Mo ! they will tread, while heT« beVow » 
The path their Matter trod \ 




Their foea be 
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So purer light shall mark the roodt 
That leacU me to the Lamb. 



THE SABBATH. 

Swxrr day of rest ! for the Vd wait. 
Emblem and earnest of a state 

Where saints are fully blest! 
For thee I*d look, for thee I'd sigh ! 
Td count the days, till thoa art nigh, 

Svreet day of sacred rest. 

But ofk (with shame I will confess,) 
My privilege my burden is. 

No joy, alas ! have I : 
When I would take my harp and sing, 
I find it oflk without a string, 

And lay It coldly by. 

But while I thus confess my shame, 
*lls right that I should praise hit name. 

Who makes me sometimes sing. 
Yes, Lord, (I'll speak it to thy praise,) 
My cheerful song I sometimes raise. 

And triumph in my King. 

O let the case be always so. 
My song no interruption know. 

Till death shall seal my tongue. 
In heav'n a nobler strain I'll raise^ 
And rest from ev'ry thing botprajiw; 

My heav'D an endless song. 

XCLLT. 



THE PILGRIM'S SONO. 
Rnt, my soul, and stretch thy winfi, 
Tbjr better portion trace ; 
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Rise from transitory things 
T'wardH heav*u thy native place. 

Sun and moun, and stars decay. 
Time shall soun this earth reroore ; 

Rise, niy soul, and haste away 
To seats prejtar'd above. 

Rivers to the ocean run. 

Nor stay in all their conrse : 
Fire ascending seeks the sun, 

Both Sliced them to their source. 
So a soul that*8 born of God, 

Pants to vieiv his glorious face ; 
Upwards tends to his abode. 

To rest in his embrace. 

(.V,asp, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn, 

VrrAH onward to the prize ; 
Soon the Saviour will return 

Triumphant in the skies. 
Yet a season, and you know 

Happy entrance will be giv'n, 
All our sorrows left below. 

And earth exchanged for heav*u. 



CONFESSION. 

O LoKD, my God, in mercy turn. 
In mercy hear a sinner mourn ! 
To thee I call, to thee I cry, 
O leave me, leave me not to die! 

() pleasures post, what are ye now 
But thorns about my bleeding brow! 
Spectres, that hover roand my bnin, 
And nggravAtt and mmk uvj ^n. 
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For fUtmBon I Irare given my mmk ; 
Now juetiee, let thy thunders rsll ; 
Now Teofeanee wmile—- «nd with a blow 
Lfty the rebellious ingrate \nw. 

Yet Jems, Jesus ! there 1*11 cling, 
1*11 erooch beaenth his sbelt'ring wing ; 
1*11 clasp the cross, and holding there. 
Even me^ oh bliss ! his love may spare. 

R. K. WHITI> 



THE COMING OF THE LORD. 

A voicx from the desert conies awful and shrill, 
The Lord b advancing — prepare ye the way ; 

The word of Jehovah he comes to fulfil, 
And o*er the dark world pour the splendour of 
day. 

Bring down the proud mount^n, tho* tow'ring to 
heav'n. 
And be the low valley exalted on high ; 
The rough path and crooked be made smooth and 
ev*n. 
For, Stou ! your King, your redeemer is nigh. 

'Hie beams of salvation his progress illume. 
The lone dreary wilderness sings of her God ; 

The rooe and the myrtle shall suddenly bloom. 
And die <^ve of peace spread its branches abraid. 

nannfoifo. 



THE BIRTH OF CHRIST. 

BaioRTnT and best of the sons of the morning. 
Dawn OB oar darkness, and lend us thine aid! 

Sivcf the Wit the horlson adorning, 
ObMo whm9 mr Udkni redeemer It \ald\ 
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Cold on bis cradle the dew-drops are shiniDg 
Low lies his bed with the beasts of the sti 

Angels adore him iu slumber reclining, 
Maker, aod Monarch, and Saviour of all ! 

Say shall we yield him, in costly devoUon, 
Odoura of Edom, and ofTriogs divine; 

CunwH of the mountain, and pearla of the oeei 
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the i 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation; 

Vainly with gold would his favour secure : 
Kirher by far is the heart's adoration, 

Df>arer to God are the pray'rs of the poor 

I)rit;hto<!)t and best of the sons of the momioj 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine 

Star of the east the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid 



/ADDRESS TO THE SUN. 

Natukv is lavish of her loveliness. 

Until that loveliness, if not denied. 
Becomes a theme, which, whoso would a 

And dwell with fondness on, men half d 
And even thou, bright Sun ! who In thy 

And gorgeous beauty, dost to often aat- 
Art scarcely notic*d : — many turn aside 

With cold indilTreiice from the toene, s 
'TU one which he who feels— for luHira ai 
forget! 

Have I not found it mch, when^ at tha d 
Of a long day in doaa confiiMniaii ugm 
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Vwt wuidrr*d forth-^and seen thy diak repose 

On the horizon of the firmament ?— 
() ! I bare gaz*d upon thee— with intent, 

And ftUent ardour, till I could ha^e deem*d, 
The clouds which compas»'d thee, by thee besprent 
With glory, aa thy brightness through them 
glcam'd,— 
ESeautiful in themselves^with beautiful Tisions 
teem*d. 

And I bare looked at them^until the story 
Of BuifTAM*s Pilgrims seem*d a tale most 
true:— 
How be beheld their entrance into glory— 

And saw them pasM the pearly portal through:— 
Catching, meanwhile, a beatific Tiew 

Of that bright city — shining like the sun. 
Whose glitt*ring streets appear 'd of golden hue. 
And in them many men-^their conflicts done, 
'^ere walking, robed— with palms— and crowned 
erery one ! 

For can imagination upward soar 

To thee, and to thy daily path on high. 
Nor feel, if it have never felt before. 

Fresh admiration of thy majesty ? 
Thy home is in the beautiful blue sky} 

From whence thou lookest on this world of ours, 
As but one satellite thy beams supply [powers 

Witb light and gladness — thy exhaustless 
C«n forth in other worlds sweet Spring's returning 
flowers. 



Y es as in this, in other worlds the same, 
Tba Seasons do thee homage— «acb in turn ; 

flprinfy with a smile, exults to hear thy name*, 
Thtn summer woos tby brigh i hut brief to^ooxik 



THES. 



D LVB 



To b1(« bn- bnwr'a ; while itr 
Ua Autumo'B glowing cbetl 

And FVea Winter bijrforgua i 

And frigid aipecl, u ihjr brt 

FbIIb on her t'eaturei piJe, nor on 

Yft — spite of all; — though thai 

The tjrpe of thy Cnalori wi 
ariightnndtife.oneu'th, ini 

To counllen mllliani in (by i 
N'dw llatenlng in Ifae dufa uT w 

Upon it! rDcky marge ; or ti 
Oritormy windn, rejoicing In ' 

Or aofker hHrmoniea wbich I 
Front deep and rerdant ralpa, or i 



On pyrsmidi u pilen Dfyuteri 
Wbiuh ven not in thy yout 

Ofeai^h, perchanca, ivUln the 
When fint thou didsl behold 

SlluC knoTC, in turn, Ihy iCr 

Miul kne the radiant txnwi 



Day '• n^al toeptre yield,— 



ndto 

Far thou thyielf art but a gaui 
Whose birth wilh ihy origin 
7<^getber ye began yoar couraa 
And aa lublime w\\\ be ytHU 
Far, laoa, or Ute, ■■ Ori^ea 
On* Batd oonauiDmntian d 
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Tkom into nolkiiigDMB again mutt wead^ 
Wben this, vast world duaolTca with (kntut 
boat; — 
ii lerolutioiia end, his cycle bo complete. 

And then ahall follow an eternal day, 

IUam*d by tpltndour &r aurpassiag thine ; 
For Ha» who made thee, shall Himself display. 

And in the brightneM of his glory shiner— 
Absorbing all, and making all divine :— [fall ; 

Before His throne the hosts of heaven shall 
And space itself shall be but as a shrine, 

Where eva*lasting praises cannot pall, 
Nir*df<Hth before Thk Lamb, and God, the Loan 
or Alx.! 

BBENABD BARTOX. 



A WISH. 

Oh for the dreamless rest of those 
That in the dust serenely sleep— 

That fed no more their own wild woes, 
lliat hear no more their kindred weep ! 

How blest are those that in the clay 
Forget the pangs this being gave ! 

Vo Ihars appal, no hopss betray, 
Tbo peaceful iamates of the grave. 

Tbaogh near the house of prayV they Ife, 
. They never hear the Sabbath bell ; 
Nor when the funeral passes by. 
Start at the dead man*s passing knell. 

Though whirlwinds wild o*er nature sweep, 
TboDgh battles fill the world with woes, 

Thaagh orphans wail, and widows weep, 
If ne'er Sstarlm tbeir calm repose. * 
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Though there no coral lip be prest, 

Though there shall henve no mntual sighs ; 

No cheek repose on l>4*Aiity*a breast- 
Yet oh ! hoiv still the Rleeper lim ! 

Though there no friendly band shall shake 
The hand of fripnd>hip any more— 

What then? — the heart that wish'd to break 
Is broken, and the strife is o*er. 

No tear-drops o*er the cold cheek ttart. 
No dark shades o'er the spirit wave ; 

No writhing pang distracts the heart 
Of those that moulder in the grave. 

Oh for the dreamless rest of those 
That in the grave serenely sleep — 

That feel no more their own wild woes, 
That hear no more their kindred weep ! 

AWOIf' 



> 



ON THE VANITY OF MONUMKNTAL GRANDEUI 

Could we conceive Death was indeed the don 

Of our existence, Nature might demand 
That, where the rcliques of our friends reponb 

Some record to their memory should stand, 
To keep them unfor^otlcn in the land :<— 

Then, then indeed, urn, tomb, or marUe bai 
By sculptor's art elaborately plann*d [dul 

Would seem a debt due to their mooM^riBj 
Though time would soon efiace the periahabk trwl 

Bat hop\ngt and believing ; yea, thnn^ FUd 

Knowing, because Un wot^ V«a \aSI4 ^a «m 

Tbmt Christ, our Ca^n, ti\wDK^^4.«mk'l>Rrf 

Aa4 Im thm lint fmlu oC tha *«*.^*«*% 
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That he has trod for man this path of woe, 
Djing— to rise again ! — we would not grace 

Death's transitory spell with trophied show ; 
As if that " shadowy vale** supply *d no trace 
To proTe the grave is not our final dwelling-place. 

Then be our burial-grounds, as should become 

A simple, but a not unfeeling race : 
Let them appear, to outward semblance, dumb 

As best befits the quiet dweUing-place 
Appointed for the prisoners of Grace, 

Who wait the promise by the Gospel given,— 
When the last trump shall sound— the trembling 
base 

Of tombs, of temples, pyramids be riven, 
And all the dead arise before the hosts of Heaven ! 

Oh ! in that awful hour, of what avail 

Unto the ** spiritual body** will be found 
The costliest canopy, or proudest tale 

Recorded on it?— what avail the bound 
Of holy, or unconsecrated ground ? 

As freely will the unencumber*d sod 
Be cleft asunder at that trumpet*s sound, 

As Royalty*s magnificent abode; 
As pure its inmate rise, and stand before his God. 

BxaKAan lAaTOM. 



NIGHT. 



NiOHT is the time to rest; 

How sweet when labours close. 
To gather round an aching breast 

Tlie curtain of repose : 
Stretch the tired limbs and lay the head 
UjMo oar own delight fui bed ! 
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Night w the time for drtamt ; 

The gay romance of Uf«», 
When truth that !• and truth that seem* 

BI«>nd in fantastic strife ; 
Ah ! visionii less beguiling far 
Thau waking dreams by daylight are ! 

Night is the time for toil ; 

To plough the classic field. 
Intent to find the buried spoil 

Its wealthy furrows yield ; 
Till all is oura that sages taught, 
That poets sang, or heroes wrought. 

Night is the time to weep ; 

To wet with unfteen tears 
Those graves of memory, where sleep 

The joys of other years ; 
Hopes that were angels in their birth, 
But perished youug, like things on eiirth! 

Night is the time to watch ; 

On Ocean's dark expanse, 
To hail the Pleiades, or catch 

Tlie full Moon*H earliest glance, 
That brings unto the home-sick mind 
All we have loved and left behind. 

Night is the time for care ; 

Brooding on hours mb-spent 
To see the spectre of Despair 

Come to our lonely tent ; 
Like Brutus midst his tlnmb'ring hoiti 
Startled by Cmar*a stalwart ghort. 

Night is tba time to mnt; 
Tlieo from tlia «y« tlM moIL 
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Takm iight, and with expandiof ^wi 

Beyond the starry pole, 
Descriee athwart the abyw of i.ight 
The dawn of uncreated light. 

Night is the time to pray ; 

Our Sariour oft withdrew 
To detert mountains far away, 

So will his followers do; 
Steal from the throng to haunts untrod. 
And hold communion there with God. 

Night is the time for death ; 

When ail around is peace. 
Calmly to yield the weary breath. 

From sin and suflTring ceaac ; 
Thinic of Heaven's bliss and gire the sign 
To parting friend*— such death be mine ! 

MOKTOoaiEar. 



NATURE. 

Tiix God of nature and of grace 

In all hia works appears ; 
His goodness through the earth we trace, 

His grandeur in the spheres. 

Bebdd this fair and fertile globe. 
By him in wisdom p1ann*d ; 

*Twa8 he who girded, like a robe. 
The ocean round the land. 

Lift to the firmament your eye, 

Thither his path pursue ; 
Hia glory, boundless as the sky, 

O'erwhelms the wond'ring Tiew. 
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He bowt the hpav*fi»— the mountains si 
A highway for their God ; 

He walks amidst the desert Uuid>— 
*Ti8 Eden where he trod. 

The forests in his strength rejoice. 
Hark ! on the evening breeze. 

As one of old, the Lord God*8 voice 
Is heard among the trees. 

Here on the hills he feeds his herdst 
His flocks on yonder plains; 

His praise is warbled by the birds ; 
O could we catch their strains ! 

I^Iount with the lark, and bear our sonf 

Up to the gates of light ; 
Or, with the nightingale, prolong 

Our numbers through the night ! 

Ip ev*ry stream his bounty flows. 
Diffusing joy and wealth ; 

In ev*ry breeze his Spirit blows, 
Tlie breath of life and health. 

His blessings fall In plenteous show'rs 

Upon the lap of earth. 
That teems with foliage, fruit, and flon 

And rings with infant mirth. 

If God hath made this world so &Ir, 
Where sin and death abound. 

How beautiful beyond eompare 
WiU Paradise be found ! 

xoina« 

TO THE MOKHVHQ l^hML. 
Sireetly galnlnf on ibd 
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Opening with thy matin lay. 
Nature's hymn, the eye of day, 
Teaeb my aoul, on early wing. 
Thus to soar, and thus to sing ! 

While the bloom of orient light 
Guides thee in thy tuneful flight. 
May the Day-spring from on high. 
Seen by Faith*s religious eye, 
Cheer me with his vital ray, 
Flromise of eternal day •' 

ANoy. 



THE DIAL. 

This shadow on the Dial's face. 

That steols from day to day, 
With slow, unseen, unceasing pace, 
, Moments, and months, and years, away ; 
This shadow, which, in every clime, 

^nce light and motion first began, 
Hath held its course sublime ;— 

What is it?— Morul Man ! 
It is the scythe of 'J'ime : 

•— A shadow only to the eye ; 

Yet, in its calm c4ireer. 
It levels all beneath the sky ; 

And still, through each succeeding year. 
Right onward, with resistless power, 
Ita stroke shall darken every hour, 
Till Nature's race be run, 
And Time's last shadow shall eclipse the sun. 

Nor on]/ o'er (he Dial's face, 

Tbh tUent pbantomy day by day, 
wqyafair, anwen, nnccuing ^uft, 

awnoents, nontlw, and 1«9«. V^ 



-Ah! 



I iihiill li< i 



d darkiiFU lav 



Thru Time, lh« Cnn<|Ucror, will >rU!<p«ni] 
Ilii icytlir, a tmphy, i,>r my Inmb, 

WhuH uinvInK thadow alinll pnrUiid 
£ub fmil IwbnldFr'i ilnom. 

O'er tbe nidr Mrlh'k illiiinin'd apuv, 

_ ThDu^li l'iiiir'9 lrluai|iliDJit flitiht be ■! 



Th»i 



Ufrom 






MORTAI.I 



O WHT Hhoiild (he I 



7. 



irtal be prouii 

l.ike n lM( Hilling niMeor, a tasC flying eloi 

A flR'h of Ihe lighlning, a br«nk of the wb' 

He paiara from life to hit mt in Ihe grSTc 

The Irarri nf the oak nnd the willowm ihall 

Be ■ii'iiltrr'il nround, and tngelbrr be laid ; 

And tbe young and the old, and ihe lanr m 

higb, 

Sball moulder (o doat, and ti>£et\>et dnll tk 

necbUd that siBothvr BttcIkAedsn&^on'< 

'•BjvotAsr (fa«tiarKDt'a»IIeGl,u><itk>XV 
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The husband that mother and infant that blest. 
Each—- all are away to their dwelling of rest. 

The maid on whose cheek, on whose brow^ in 

whose eye, 
Shone beauty and pleasure — her triumphs are by ; 
And the memory of those that beloved her and 

prais*d, 
Are alike from the minds of the living aras*d. 

The hand of the king that the sceptre hath bonie. 
Hie brow of the priest that the mitre hath worn, 
The eye of the sage, and the heart of the brave, 
Are hidden and lost in the depths of the grave. 

The peasant whose lot was to sow and to reap, 
Hie herdsman who climb'd with his goats to the 

steep. 
Hie beggar that wander*d in search of his bread. 
Have fiMied away like the grass that we tread. 

The saint that enjoy*d the communion of heaven. 
The sinner that dar'd to remain unforgiv^n, 
The wise and the foolish, the guilty and just, 
Hav« qoletly mingled their bones in the dust* 

So the mnltitade goes — like the flower and the weed 
TbaM wither away to let others succeed ; 
So the multitude com e s e ven those we behold, 
To repeat erery tale that hath often been told. 

F«r wa are the same things that our fiithen have 

been. 
We see the same sights that our fathers have seen, 
Wd diink the same stream, and we feel thft ««&% 

And w§ ran the fltme coane that our fiAMSm^bici* 
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Where all In lont, and detolatey and dark, 
But where its loudait tempests vtx no i 

Ves, thou art happy, and thy pure delight; 

Recalls no more thy silent wand'rings 1 
l'\)r every sin of that short fleeting night. 

Was laid on one, and paid with many a 

Oh ! 'twas enough, poor wand'rer of an fa 
To touch time's verge and breathe its th 

'Jo make thee pass death's vale, whose da 
lower. 
Must open up the portals of the sky. 



HEAVEN. 

The golden palace of my God 
Tow'ring above the clouds I see : 
Beyond the cherub's bright abode. 
Higher than angels* thoughts can be. 
How can I in those coarts appear 
Without a wedding garment on ? 
Conduct me, Thou life-giver, there. 
Conduct me to thy glorious throne ! 
And clothe me with thy robes of ligh 
And lead me through sin's darksome 
My fiaviuur and my C 

RUSSIAN 



THE NATIVITY. 

WviN Jordan hush'd hSa waters stUIt 
And silence slept on ZIon hill ; 
When Bethrbem'a riwj^lictiatliraiii^ ti 
Watct'd o'er tlNftr flxKaa V| Mmeh ^ 
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Hark ! from the midnight hills MroiiDd» 
A voice of more than mortal sound, 
III distant hallelujahs sU^, 
Wild murm'ring o*er the raptur'd soul. 

Then swift to every startled eye, 
Xew streams of glory light the sky ; 
Heav'n bursts her azure gates to pour 
Her spirits to the midnight hour. 

On wheels of light, on wings of flame, 
The glorious hosts of Zion came ; 
High heav*n with songs of triumph rung. 
While thus they struck their harps and sung : 

O Zion ! lift thy raptur*d eye, . 
The long-expected hour is nigh ; 
The joys of nature rise again, 
The Prince of Salem comes to reign. 

See, ^lercy from her golden urn 
Pours a rich stream to them that mouni ; 
Beh<^d, she binds, with tender care. 
The bleeding bosom of despair. 

He comes! to cheer the trembling heart. 
Bids Satan and his host depart: 
Again the Day-star gilds the gloom. 
Again the bow'rs of Eden bloom ! 

O Zion ! lift thy rapturM eye, 
The long-expected hour is nigh ; 
The joys of nature rise again, 
The Prince of Salem comes to reign. 

CAUFBBLr.. 
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THE TRIALS OF VIRTUE. 

Placed on the verge of youth, my mind 
Life'H op*iiing scr ne survt* y*d : 

I view'd iVi ills of various kindy 
Afflicted and afraid. 

But chief my fear the dangers mov*d. 
That virtue^H path inclose : 

My heart the wise pursuit approv*d ; 
But, oh, what toils oppose ! 

For see ! ah s<'e ! while yet her ways 
With douhtful step I tread, 

A hostile world, its terrors raise 
Its snares delusive spread. 

Oh how shall I, with heart prepar*d. 
Those terrors learn to meet? 

How from the thousand snares to guard 
My inexperienc'd feet? 

As thus I mov'd, oppressive sleep 
Soft o*er my temples drew 

Oblivion's veil.— The watVy deep> 
An object strange and new, 

Before me rose : on the wide shore 

Observant as I stood, 
The gathering storms around me roar, 

And heave the boiling flood. 

Near and more near the billows riie ; 

£v*n now my steps they lave f 
And death to my aflTrighted eyes 

Approarh*d in ev'ry wave^ 

What hope, or whither to retroit! 
£Bch nerve at onca umftnm^ 
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Chill fear bad fetterM fiut my feet. 
And chidn*d my tpeechlen toDgue. 

I felt my heart within me die; 

When sudden to mine ear 
A voice, descending from on high, 

ReproT*d my erring fear: 

* What tho* the swelling sarge tbon see 

' Impatient to deyoar : 
' Rest, mortal, rest on God*s decree, 
' And thankful own his pow'r. 

* Know, when he bade the deep appsar, 

** Thus far,*' the Almighty said, 
*' Thus fiu*, nor fitrther, rage; and here 
" Let thy proud waves be stay*d. 

I heard ; and, lo ! at once controVd, 

The waves ; in wild retreat. 
Back on themselves reluctant roll*d, 

And murm'ring left my feet. 

Deeps to assemble deeps in vain 

Once more the signal gave : 
The shores the rushing weight sustain. 

And check th* usurping wave. 

Convinc*d, in Nature's volume wise. 

The imag'd truth I read ; 
And sudden from my waking eyes 

Th* instructive vision fled. 

' Then why thus heavy* O my soul ! 

' Say why, distrustful still, 
* Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 

* 0*er scenes of future ill ? 

'Lat fidth suppress each ri^ngfeiff, 
'*£aeh mojuovm doabt «scliide-. 
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And faithful to 

' llien why thu. h< 

..,,,^>;^'»>%c!i8tru 

ihy thoughts with 

*^ er scenes offu 

,^^«"germark, 
^nd curbs the hei 



';TI>ouwerttooiikoa 
*or earthly Jove to mei 

^^e knew it. but we part< 
Had else been breathvi i!^ 
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parted (as oar hearts had loved) in duty 
u Heaven and virtue^ and we both resignM 
* rherish'd trust — I all her worth and beauty, 
tnd she th* untold devotion of my mind; 
parted in mute anguish, but we bent 
r\y to HLm whose love is chastisement- 
rests In Heaven, and I — I could not follow : 
ly soul was crosh'd, not broken : and I live 
think of all her love ; and feel how hollow 
re the sick gladnesses the world can give. 
re in &ith and holy calm, to prove 
heart was not unworthy of such love. 

AKON. 



TO DEATH. 

Methinks it were no pain to die 
On suchan eve, when such a sky 

O'ercanopies the West ; 
To gaze my fill on yon calm deep, 
Andy like an infant, fall asleep 

On earth, my mother's breast. 

There's peace and welcome in yon sea 
Of endless blue tranquillity : 

These clouds are living things : 
I trace their veins of liquid gold, 
I see them solemnly unfold 

Their soft and fleecy wings. 

These be the angels that convey 
Us weary children of a day, — 

Life's tedious nothing o'er,— 
Where neither passions come, nor woes. 
To rex the genios of repose ^v*. ^. 

Oa Dkath'b maje8tlcjii!boTe. 
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No dArknefes tbfr« divida tbc ■ 
With lUrtling dmrn iind daxili 

llul glurioiuly knuc 
An Ihe iiitermhmbli: plaini ; — 
One tix'il, elei-iial iudmI nigm 

O'er Ihe wide, tWeat kciii 

1 CUTlUUt doff >11 ilUIUUl f»Ti 

I Lnow Ihy grwliug U wvera 

Tu tlib pwr (hell of clay ; 
Yel I'ome, U UuTa I thy frw 
Kuuacipntea ! Ihy rvst ii bliu 
I would J wen away. 

I'rim lit Gtm 

MAGDALEXKS IIVMN. 
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Tui air of dmtli breatlm Ifaraug 

The dead III rvund ui lie ; 
By day aiwl ni^ht the death.bdl 

And uyi, " Prepare to die." 
The face thai In the morning >ui 

We thought » wond'raiu fair, 
Ifatb fadedt ere bLi counw waa r 

Banestb lla golden hair, 
1 Bee Ibeold man in hiigriTe 

With tblu Nicks nilv'ry-grpy j 
I act the child's bright tmtea wi 

In Ihe cold breath of the dajr, 

The ioving nnea we lov'd the bei 

Like music all are gone < 
And the mn moooli^ht bathm i 
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But not when the death-prayer is nid 

The life of life departs ; 
The body in the grave is laid, 

Its beauty in our hearts. 

At holy midnight voices sweet 

Like fragrance fill the room. 
And happy ghosts with noiseless feet 

Come bright*ning from the tomb. 

We know who sends the visions bright, 
From whose dear side they came ! 

—"We veil our eyes before thy light, 
We bless our Saviour's name ! 

This frame of dost, this feeble breath 

The plague may soon destroy; 
We think on Thee, and feel in death 

A deep and awful joy. 

Dim is the light of vaniRh'd years 

In the glory yet to come ; 
O idle grief! O foolish tears ! 

When Jesus calls us home. 

Like children for some bauble fair 

That weep themselves to rest ; 
We part with life— 4iwake ! and there 

The jewel in our breast ! 

wuaoK. 



THE VILLAGE CLERGYMAN. 

4cAK yonder copse, where once the garden smil'd, 
Vnd still where many a garden flow*r grows wild ; 
VbMtf where a few torn shrubs the plaica d\idw»fci 
rbe riUage preacber'B modest maoalon 
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A man he was to all the country dear. 
And imssHjg rich with forty pounds a year ! 
Kcinote from towns he ran his godly race. 
Nor eVr had changed, nor wishM to change hisplu^- 
L'n>kilful he to fawn, or seek for power, 
By doctrines fiishion'd to the varying hour ; 
Far otiier aims his heart had Ieam*d to prize, 
.More htMit to raise tiie wretched than to rise ; 
Ills house was known to all the vagrant train. 
He chid their ^^-and'rings, but rclie^-ed their pun; 
Thi' long-remcmbcr'd beggar was his gueat, 
Wliuse beard descending swept his aged breast; 
Tlic ruinM !)i»endthrift now no longer proud, 
ClaimM kindred there, and had his claim allowM ; 
Tiic broken soldier kindly bade to stay, 
Sat by hid fire, und talked the night away ! 
WVpt o'er liis wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and showed how fields were 

won. 
Pleas'd with his guests, the good man learned ti> 
And quite for^^ot their vices in their woe; [gloif. 
(^areless tlieir merits or their faults to scan, 
Ills pity gave, e'er charity began. 

J'liuK to relieve the wretched wa» his pride. 
And ev'n his failings lean'd on Tirtoe's side ; 
Knt in his duty pntmpt at ev*ry call, 
lie watch'd and wept, he pray*d and felt for all- 
And, as a liird, each fond endearment tries, 
To tempt hi:* new fledgVl offspring to the skie»; 
He try'd each art, reprov*d each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid, 
And sorrow, guilt, and pidn» by turns diimay'iii 
The rev*rend champion atood. At bla control, 
Despair and anguish fled the tccmVAVik^ smI; 
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Judge not the Lord by feeble senWf 
But {rust Him for His grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides n smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fust, 
I'nfolding ev'ry hour ; 

The bud may have a bitter taste. 
But sweet will be the flow*r. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And iu:an His works in vain; 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 



co« 



WISDOM AND VIKTUE SOUGHT FROM C< 

Supreme and universal Light! 
Fountain of reason ! Judge of right ! 
Parent of good ! whose blessings flow 
On all above, and all below: 

Without whose kind directing ray, 
In everlasting night we stray, 
From passion still to passion tost, 
And in a maze of error lost; 

Asiiflt mo, Lord, to act, to be. 
What nature and thy laws decree; 
Worthy that intellectual flame 
Which from thy breathing Spirit came. 

Aly mortal freedom to maintain, 
Did passion scn'e, and reason rdlgD, 
Self-pois'd, and independent stlU 
Oa this world*! irar^ iaf^ cood or UL 
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No almre to profit^ shame, or fear, 
O may my steadfast bosom bear 
The stamp of heav'n, aii honest heart. 
Above the mean disguise of art. 

May my expanded soal disdain 
The narrow yiew, the selfish aim; 
But with a Christian zeal embrace 
Whate*er is friendly to my raee. 

O Father ! grace and virtue grant ! 
No more I wiih. no more I want: 
To know, to serve thee, and to lovey 
Is peace below, is bliss above. 

HINRT MOORE. 



1. ^vi'-j.-^O 



MORNING. 

Whxk day-light breaks, and sheds his rays 
abroad, 
Tom from the splendour of his sunny glow ; 
Let thy soul leave the earth, and soar to God, 
As the sweet flower turns to the sun below, 
ind drinks the blessed rays which Irom his bright- 
ness flow. 

Oh ! let not nature's praises soar on high. 

Ere thy lips open with its morning pray'r ; 
Let not the larks shrill music fill the sky, 
Ere thy heart lifts its aspirations there ; 
tut let the dawn of morn thy orisons dedare. 

Mom is the time, to see thy pray*rs begun ; 
For morning hymn*d the young Creation's 
birth; 
And the grave open'd with the inom\i\fi twi, 
Wien man '« redemption was oompl«U on eio^ \ 
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And mom shall see our God in judgement 
forth. 

Servf C/od at mom, that solemn hnllow'd 

When nature wakes, as from the aleep of 

When the glad song from mouutaioi gro 

bower, 

Is heard through heaven, and on the ea 

Serve God, let him receive thy morning' 

breath. 

Happy the day, whose first beam bears th 

On his bright wing, up to tlie gate of 1 

W^here thy funt praises mingle with that 

Who rest not from their hallelujahs n 

even. 

To whom the glorious palm of victory ia gl 

Happy the day, whose houm are thus be| 

A day from storms, and every tempait 

Though clouds may rise, the splendour of 

Will make the darkness and (he ahadv 

At mist from mountain tops when they the 

ingsee. 

Happy the day,— -there's promita in Its c 

A brighter promise than the mmtiing , 

For when its sunset o'er creation thnowi 

A luatre» and then sparkles on the wa' 

Its parting beam shall rest all glorioiu o^ tbj 



CHRIST'S PASSION& 



No man of eartUly aoMJceta fSa% \ 
To heaven, my muMti maq\i«\ 
To nloe Che aong, cHwija «rr*n «^>^i 
And itiiko thia \\y\n% \r^ 
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BegiD} in lofty numbers show 
Th* Eternal King's anfatbom'd lore, j 
Who reigns the Soy'reign God above. 
And saffers on the cross below. 
VcMligioos pile of wonders ! rais*d too high 
or the dim ken of frail mortality. 

What nambers shall I bring along ? 
From whence shall I begin the soi^. 
"he mighty mystery Til sing, inspired, 
teyoad the reach of human wisdom wrought, 
Icyond the eorapass of an angel's tbooglity 
law by the rage of man has God expir'd. 
11 make the trackless depths of mercy known, 
low to redeem his foe God render'd np hia Son ; 
11 raise my voice to tell mankind 
The Tiet(Mr*s conquest o'er his doom ; 
low in the grave he lay confin'd. 
To seal more sure the rav'noos tomb. 
Itfee days, th* infernal empire to subdue ; 
k paas'd triumphant through the coasts of woe ; 
nth his own dart the tyrant Death he slew, 
ind led Hell captive through her realms below. 
A mingled sound from Calvary I hear, 
Lad the loud tmnult thickens on my ear, 
^ shouts of murd'rers, that insult the slain, 
^ voice of torment, and the shrieks of pain. 
I cast, my eyes with horror up 
To the curst mountain's guilty top ; 
lee there ! whom hanging in the midst I view ! 
Ah ! bow unlike the other two ! 
I see him high above his foes. 
And gently bending from the wood 
His head in pity down to those 
Whose guilt conspires to shed his blood. 
Ih wide extended arms I see 
hmtflrVf with nails, aad iaateii'd to th« tree. 



I 
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Man I senseless man! canst thou look on. 
Nor make thy Saviour's pains thy own? 

The rage of nW thy griet* exert, 

llend tiiy garments and thy heart : 

Beat thy hreast, and grovel low. 

Beneath the burden of thy woe ; 

Bleed through thy bowels, tear thy hairs, 
Breathe gales of sighs, aud weep a flood of tear*. 

Behold thy King, with purple covered round ; 
Not in the Tyrian tinctures dyed. 
Nor dipt in poison of Sidonian pride ; 
But in his own rich bloo<I that streams from even 
wound. 

Dost thou not see the thorny circle red ? 
The guilty wreath that blushes round his head! 
And with what rage the bloody scourge appHeil 
Curls round his linibji, and ploughs into his «idr. 
At such a sight let all thy anguish rise ; 
Break up, break up the fountains of thy eyes. 
Here bid thy tears in gushing torrents flow, 
Indulge thy grief, and give a loose to woe. 

Weep from thy soul, till earth be drown'd ; 

^Veep, till thy sorrows drench the ground, 
('anst thou, ungrateful man ! hit torments see. 
Nor drop a tear for him, who pours his blood fm 
thee ? riTT 



THE ROSE. 

How fair is the Rose ! what a beautiful flowV ! 

The glory of April and May ! 
But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour, 

And they wither and die in a day. 

Yet tlie rose has one powcH v^ xVc\»it XaXmsil, 
Abowe ftll th« flow'n oC lYi« Cm\^-. 
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When ita leaves are all dead, and fine colours are 
Still how sweet a perfume it will yield, [lost, 

So frail is the youth and the beauty of men, 
Tho* they bloom and look §^y like the rose ; 

But all our fond care to preserve them is rain ; 
Time kills them as fast as he goes. 

Then 1*11 not be proud of my youth or my beauty, 
Since both of them wither and fade ; 

But gain a good name by well doing my duty : 
This will scent like a rose when Pm dead. 

WATTS. 



THE *NUNC DIMITTIS.' 

*Tis enough — the hour is come : 
Mow within the silent tomb 
Let this mortal frame decay, 
Mingled with its kindred clay ; 
Since thy mercies, oft of old 
By thy chosen seers foretold, 
Faithful now and steadfast prove, 
God of truth, and God of love ! 
Since at length my aged eye 
Sees the day-spring from on high f 
Son of righteousness, to thee, 
Lo ! the nations bow the knee ; 
And the realms of distant kings 
Own the healing of thy wings. 
Those whom death had overspread 
With his dark and dreary shade. 
Lift their eyes, and from afar 
Hail the light of Jacob*s Star ; 
Waiting till the promisM ray 
Turn their darkness into day. 
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Seo the beams intensely shed. 
Shine o*er Siou's favoured hnd ! 
Never may they hence remove^ 
God of truth and God of lore ! 

MIltK 



HYMN. 



When our heads are bovr'd with woe. 
When our bitter tears o*erflow ; 
W'hen vre mourn the lost, the dear. 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 

Thou our throbbing flesh hast worn, 
Thou our mortal griefs hast borne. 
Thou hast shed the human tear ; 
Gracious Sun of Mary, hear ! 

When the sullen death-bell tolls 
For our own departed K<iuln ; 
When our final doom in near. 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 

Thou hast bowM the dying head; 
Thou the blmid of life hast shed ; 
Thou hast hllVl a mortal bier ; 
Gracious Son of Mary, hoar ! 

When the heart Is sad within 
With the thought of all its sin ; 
When the spirit shrinks with ieur. 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear I 

Thou the shame, the grief, hMt loMWii, 
Tho* the sins were not Thine own. 
Thou hast deign 'd their load to 
Gracioua Son of Mary, hear ! 
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HYMN. 

The fon of God goes forth to war, 

A kingly crown to gain ; 
His blood-red banner streams afar! 

Who follows in his train ? 

Who best can drink his cup of woe, 

Triumphant over pain. 
Who patient bears his cross bdow. 

He follows in his train. 

The martyr first, whose eagle eye 

Could pierce beyond the grave ; 
Who saw his Master in the sky. 

And caird on Him to save. 

Like Him, with pardon on his tongue 

In midst of mortal pain, 
He pray*d for them that did the wrong ! 

Who follows in his train ? 

A glorious band, the chosen few, 

On whom the Spirit came ; 
Twelve valiant saints, their hope they knew, 

And mock'd the cross and flame. 

They met the tyrant*8 brandish'd steel, 

Tlie lion*s gory mane : 
They bowM their necks, the death to feel ! 

Who follows in their train ? 

A noble army— men and boys, 

The matron and the maid. 
Around the Saviour's throne rejoice. 

In robes of light array *d, 

They elimb'd the steep ascent of HiiLttm> 

Throagh peril, toil, and ptthi I .\ 

■W 
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Oh, God ! to us may grace be giTen 
To follow iu their train ! 



IIEBFI 



HYMN. 



Oh, God ! my tins are manifold, 

Against my life they cry, 
And all my guilty deeds forgone 

Up to thy temple fly ; 
Wilt Thou release my trembling soul, 

That to despair is driven ? 
" Forgive !'* a blessed voice replied, 

** And thou shalt be fui^iven.** 

ISIy foemen, Ixird ! are fierce and fell) 

They spurn me in their pride, 
Tlmy render evil for my good, 

^ly i>atience they deride ; 
Arise, oh. King ! and be the proud 

To righteous ruin driven, 
*' Forgive !*' an awful answer came, 

** As thou wouldst be forgiven !'* 

Seven times, oh, Lord ! I pardon*d then 

Seven times they sinn'd again : 
They practise still to work me woe. 

They triumph in my pain ; 
But let them dread my vengeance now, 

To just resentment driven ! 
** Forgive !" the voice of thunder vptkf, 

** Or never be forgiven !'* hi 



CHRISTMAS DAY. 

Ob, Saviour, whom this holy mom 
G«?e to our world Ytdsw *, 
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To mortel wmnt and labour born. 
And more than mortal woe ! 

Incarnate Word ! by every grief, 

By each temptation tried, 
Who liT'd to yield our ills relief, 

And to redeem us, died ! 

If giQy cloth*d and proudly fed, 

In dang*rons wealth we dwell ; 
Bemind us of thy manger bed. 

And lowly cottage cell ! 

If, prest by poverty severe. 

In envious want we pine, 
Oh, may thy Spirit whisper near, 

How poor a lot was thine ! 

Tliroagh fickle fortune's various scene 

Fh>m sin prese r ve us free ! 
Like us thou hast a mourner been. 

May we rejoice with Thee ! 



THE STRANGER'S FUNERAL. 

Fae from his home beyond the wave, 
The stranger sickenM and he died ; 

No tears were shed around his grave, 
And there no friend with sorrow sigh'd. 

They plac*d him in the lowly tomb ; 

lliey laid the mould upon his breast ; 
Yet never thought an hour would come 

To wring an absent parent's breast. 

Though now the mournful task is done, 
And o*er his bed the night- winds sigh ; 

Ate| a mother hails her son, 
Aad tklakt abe B9eM his sparkling c^c I 
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Shft thiiikH, (nnd hop« belieyes the tale, 
For who could my it was untnie?) 

When soin(> au>pirioii<i fnv*riii|f gale. 
Will wutt him from hia hmg adieu. 

Oil ! roiild that niiii whirh saw his sbrood 
A tar, the inoiirnt'iil talc declare, 

'I'iipii Hope would sink behind a rioud, 
A dreary cloud of dark Despair. 

They laid him in the lonely gnivp, 
Unnoticfd there he dot'tly ttleeps ; 

Xor will 111' hear I'luni o'er the wavr* 
That -mrrow — while a Mother creeps. 

But wliv ! oh whv should sorrow's tear, 
tyer wriiii; n wei*]iin;; Mother's breast' 

V»r he who (lied, thou<>h lonely here, 
\h happy, — iind (or aye at rest. 

And though no parent saw him die, 
Nor iViendlv hand his evelid clos*d : 

Onv iVIf'nd liehcld him from the sky. 
And on his hosoui he reposM. 

It mat tern not, what distant clime, 
Receives the hoiiy*8 mouldering clay ; 

For it Khali rise when Death and Time, 
No more will triumph oVr decay. 



Tin: ANT. 
Tnisr. emmets, how little they are in our •fCf 
We tread them to tluht, and a troop of them dl 

Without our regard or concern : 
Yet as wine a 4 we are, if we went to tbcir ich 
71ierc*» many a sluggard, and many a Ibolg 
Some /essoDS of wisdom iii\^\\«ix^ 
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The J don't wmae their time out in sleeping cr play, 
But gather vp oc»m in a sun- shiny day, 

And for winter tliey lay up their ttorea. 
They manage their work in such regular fimns, 
One would think they foresaw all the iroals and 
the atormsy 
And ao brought their food within doors. 

But I have leas sense than a poor creeping anty 
If I take not due care fur the things I shall want, 

Nor provide against dangers in time : 
When death or old age shall stare in my face, 
V^bnt a wretch shall I be in the end of my days, 

If I trifle away all their prime ! 

Kow, now, while my beauty and strength are in 

bloom, [shall come. 

Let me think what will serve me when sfckness 

And pray that my sins be forgiv'n : 
Let me read in good books, and believe and obey, 
That, when death turns me out of this cottage of 

I may dwell in a palace in heaven. [day. 

WATTS. 



MAN. 



How poor ! bow rich ! how abject ! how august ! 
How oomplicate ! how wonderful is Man ! 
How paaaing wonder he who made him such ! 
^'ho cc nt rad in our make such strange extremes ! 
From different natures marvellously mizt. 
Conntsion exquisite of distant worlds ! 
DlitSngiiiah*d link in being's endless chain ! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 
A beam eUiereal sullied, and abeorb*d t 
Ho* joUM Md dlBboDor'd, atUl div\nc \ 
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Dim miDiatiire of greatness absolute ! 
An heir of glory ! a frail child of dust ! 
Helpless immortal ! insect infinite ! 
A worm ! a god ! I tremble at myself; 
And in myself am lost ! at home a stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, surprisMi agbist 
And wond'rlng at her own ; how reason reels ! 
O what a miracle to man is man ! 
Triumphantly distrcssM, what joy, what dresd ' 
Alternately transported and alarmM ! 
What can preserve my life, or what destroy? 
An angel's arm can*t snatch me from the gnre : 
lipgions of angels can*t confine me there. 



A HYMN TO CHRIST JESUS, THE ETERNAL 

LIFE. 

Where shall the tribes of Adam find 
The sovereign good to fill the mind ? 
Ye sons of moral wisdom, show 
llie spring whence living waters flow. 

Say, will the stoic's flinty heart 
Melt, and this cordial Juice impart ? 
Could Plato find these blissful streams, 
Amongst his raptures md his dreams? 

In vain I ask; for nature's power 
Extends but to this mortal bonr ; 
*Twas but a poor relief she gave 
Against the terrors of the gmve. 

Jesus, our kinsman, and our God, 
Amy*d in Miijwty uid^^ondt 
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Thou art oar life ; oar souls in thee 
Possess m fall felicity. 

All our immortal hopes are laid 
In thee, oar surety, and our head ; 
Thy cross, thy cradle, and thy throne, 
Are big with glories yet unknown. 

Let Atheists scoff, and Jews blaspheme 
The Eternal Life, and Jesus* name; 
A word of his Almighty breath 
Dooms the rebellious world to death* 

But let my soul for ever lie 

Beneath the blessings of thine eye ; 

'Tis heaven on earth, *tis heaven above, 

To see thy face, to taste thy love. watts 



THE COMPLAINT OF NATURE. 

Fxw are the days, and full of woe, 

O man of woman born ! 
Thy doom is written, ' Dust thou art, 

* And shalt to dust return.* 

Detcrmin'd are the days that fly 

Successive o*er thy head; 
The number*d hour is on the wing, 

That lays thee with the dead. 

Alas! the litHe day of Ufe 

Is shorter than a span ; 
Yet black with thousand hidden ills 

To miserable man. 

Gay is thy morning ; flattering hope 
Thy sprightly step attends ; 

But soon the tempest howls behindi 
And the dark night deaeeikda. 
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Before its splendid hour, the cload 
Comes o'er the beam of light ; 

A pilgrim in a weary land, 
Man tarries but a night. . 

Behold ! sad emblem of thy state, 
The flowers that paint the field; 

Or trees, that crown the mountain's brow. 
And boughs and blossoms yield. 

When chill the blast of Winter blows, 

Away the Summer flies. 
The flowers resign their sunny robes, 

And all their beauty dies. 

Nipt by the year, the forest fades; 

And, shaking to the wind. 
The leaves toss to and fro, and streak 

The wilderness behind. 

The Winter past, reviving flow'rs 
Anew shall paint the plain ; 

The woods shall hear the voice of Spring, 
And flourish green again : 

But man departs this earthly toeiMt 

Ah ! never to return ! 
No second spring shall e*er revive 

The ashes of the urn. 

Th' inexorable doors of death 
What hand can e*er unfold ? 

Who from the cerements of tha tomb 
Can raise the human mold ? 

The mighty flood that roUa aloDf 

1(0 (orrenia to tbo naVny 
The iraCcn loot can iie*«r ttnSk 
From that abyM Mi^n* 
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The dajrs, the years, the ages, daik 

Descending down to night, 
Can never, never be redeem*d 

Bacic to the gates of lighU 

So man departs the living aoeney 

To night*B perpetual gloom; 
The voice of mourning ne*er shall break 

The slumbers of the tomb. 

Where are our father's ? whither gone 

The mighty men of old ? 
* The patriarchs, prophets, princes, klngi^ 

' In sacred books enroll'd? 

* Gone to the resting-place of man, 
'The everlasting home, 
*■ Where ages past have gone before, 

* Where future ages come.* 

'Thus nature pour'd the wail of woe, 
And urg'd her earnest cry ; 
Her voice in agony extreme 
Ascended to the sky. 

Tb* Almighty heard; Aen from his throne 

In majesty he rose ; 
And from the heaven, that open'd wide. 

His voice in mercy flows. 

*■ When mortal man resigns his breath, 

* And falb a clod of clay, 

' The soul immortal wings its flight 
' To never-setting day. 

' Frepar'd of old, for wicked men, 

* The bed of torment lies ; 

' The Just eball enter into blita 
'Immorud in the skies.' 



ijoiaw«< 
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MY BIRTHDAY. 

** Mr birthday !*' — what a diiffrent sound 
lliat word had in my youthful ears! 

And hoWf each time the day romes roand» 
I.«8it and less white its mark appears ! 

When first our scmnty years are iold» 
It Bvema like pastime to grow old ; 
Andy aa Youth counts the Hhining links, 

That Time around him binds so fast, 
Pleas'd with the task, he little thinks 

How hard that chain will press at last. 
Vain was tho man, and false n« \'ain, 

Who Naid ♦— ** were he orduin'd to run 
** His long career of life again, 

** He would do all that he had done.*'— 
Ah ! 'tis not thus the voice, that dweUa 

In sober birthdays, speaks to me ; 
Far otherwise — of time it tells, 

lavish *d unwisely, carelessly— 
Of counsel mockM— of talents, made 

Haply for high and pure designs. 
But oft, like Israel's incense, laid 

Upon unholy, earthly shrhu 
Of nursing many a wnini; desii 

Of wandering after Love too tmr. 
And taking every meteor lire, 

'Hiat cross'd my path- way, for his star! 
All this it tells, and, could I trace 

Th' imperftrct picture o'er agiUn, 
With power to add, retouch, eflTace, 

The lights and shades, the joy and paiOt 



font oe que yml Uit." 
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How little of the past would sUy ! 
How quickly all a^uld melt away— 
All — but that Freedom of the Blind, 

Whieh hath beeu more thau wealth to me ; 
llioee friendehipt, in my boyhood twln'il, 

Aud kept till now unchaQfinglyy 
And that dear home, that lavinf ark, 

Where Love's true li^t at last I*ve found. 
Cheering within, when all grows dark, 

And comfortless, and stormy round ! 

Mooai. 



SEARCHING AFTER GOIX 
Mt God, I love and I adore ; 
But souls that lore, would know thee more* 
Wilt thou for ever hide, and stand 
Behind the labours of thy hand ? 
'lliy hand unseen sustains the poles 
On which this huge creation rolls : 
The starry arch proclaims thy power, 
'I*hy pencil glows in every flower: 
In thousand shapes and colours rise 
'lliy painted wonders to our eyes ; 
While beasU and birds with laboring thraati, 
Teach us a God in thousand notes. 
The meanest pin in Nature's frame, 
Marks out some letter of thy name. 
Where sense can reach, or fancy rove. 
From hill to hill, from field to grove. 
Across the waves, around the sky, 
• There's not a spot, or deep or high. 
Where the Creator has not trod» 
Aad ;«/) the fooutep of a God. 

Bat mn hh footatep9 mXi thmt m^^ 
M'0€rgnr'mag worma, moat know «r 
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Thou Maker of my vital frame, 

Unveil thy face, pronounce thy name. 

Shine to my sight, and let the ear 

Which thou bast fonn'd, thy language hear. 

Where is thy residence ? Oh, why 

Dost thou avoid my searching eye. 

My longing sense? Thou Great Unknown 

Say, do the clouds conceal thy throne ? 

Divide, ye clouds ! and let me see 

The Power that gives me leave to be. 

Or art thou all diffus*d abroad 
Hirough boundless space, a present Go<I, 
Unseen, unheard, yet ever near? 
What bhaU I do to find Thee here ? 
Is there not some mysterious art 
To feel thy presence at my heart? 
To hear thy whispers soft and kind, 
In holy silence of the mind ? 
llien rest my thoughts ; nor lunger roam 
In quest of joy, for hraven*sat home. 

But, oh ! thy beams of warmest love ! 
Sure they were made for worlds above. 
How shall my soul her powers extend. 
Beyond where time^nd nature end. 
To reach those heights, thy best abode. 
And meet thy kindest smiles, my God ? 
What shall I do ? I wait thy call ; 
Pronounce the word, my Life, my All. 
O for m wing to bear me fiur 
Be}'ond the golden morning-star ! 
Fain would I trace th' immortal way, 
fbat leads to oourta oCcikd\ciada.3i 
When the Cre«tor atanam conitW^ 
In his own iUrcst glof\ca dtwrfA. 
Same Bhining aplrit bel^ me i\ift% 
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Come waft a stranger thro* the sklei; 
BleasM Jetiis! meet me on the road, 
First offspring of th* eternal God; 
Thy hand shall lead a younger son ; 
Qothe me with vestures yet unknown, 
And place me near my Father's throne. 

WATTS. 



%. 



RETIREMENT. 

Fae from the world, O Lord, I dee, 

From strife and tumult far; 
From scenes where Satan wages still 

His most successful war. 

The calm retreat, the silent shade. 
With pray*r and praise agree ; 

And seem by thy sweet bounty made. 
For those who follow thee. 

There, if thy Spirit touch the soul, 

And grace her mean abode, 
Oh, with what peace, and joy, and love. 

She communes with her God ! 

There like the nightingale she pours 

Her solitary lays. 
Nor asks a witness of her song, 

Nor thirsts for human praise. 

Author and guardian of my life, 

Sweet source of life divine. 
And (all harmonious names in out) 

My Saviour, thou art mine! 

WAattbmaka I owe thee, and wYiat \we, 
A boaiMdJem, endlem store. 
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Shall echo through the realms aho^** 
When time shall be no more. 



rowr 



L 



HYMN. 
Praise to Jehovah. 

Sing to the LoimI vi'ith jnyful Yoice, 
Let every land his name adore ; 

Ye favour'd British isles, rejoice. 

And sound his praise from shore to aborc. 

Nations, attend before his throne, 
With solemn fear and sacred joy; 

Know that the Lord Ih God alone ; 
lie can create and he destroy. 

His powerful wonl, which all things made, 
Gave life to clay and form'd us men : 

And, when like wand'ring sheep we stray'd 
He brought us to his fold again. 

We are his people, we his care, 

Our souls, and all our mortal frame; 

What lasting honours shall we rear, 
Almighty Maker ! to thy name. 

WeMl (Towd thy gates with thankful tonga, 
High as the Heavens our voices raise; 

And earth, with her ten thousand tonguea, 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise. 

Wide as the world is thy command ; 

Vast as eternity thy lo^e *, 
Firm u a rock thy trath in\u\. itosA, 
Wken rolling yean ilialV c«ma ^ 
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THE VIRGIN'S CRA9LE.UYMN. 

Slisp, tweet babe ! my cares b^uiling : 
Mother nits beaide tbee btniliog : 

Sleep, my darling, tenderly ! 
If thou sleep not, mother mournetb, 
Singing as her wheel she tiinieih; 

Come, soft slumber, balmily ! 



THE CHAPEL OF WILLIAM TELL. 

Mask this holy chapel well ! 
Th« Birth-place, this, of Wiiuam Till, 
Here, where stands God*s altar dread. 
Stood his parents* marriage-bed. 

Hera first, an infant to her breast, 
Him his loving mother prest; 
And kiss'd the babe, and bleas'd the day. 
And pray*d as mothers use to pray. 

** Vouchsafe him health, O God ! and give 
The child thy servant still to liye !*' 
But God hath destinM to do more 
Through him, than through an armed powwr, 

God gave him reverence of laws, 

Yet stirHng blood in Freedom's cauM— 

A spirit to his rocks akin. 

The eye of the Hawk, and fire therein ! 

To Nature and to Holy Writ 
AloD€ did God the boy commit : 
Where flash'd and roar*d the torrent, ofi 
Hh MouJ found wings, and soared aloft \ 

Tbe Btrminlng tmr and chamois cbmaa 
Hmdfarmd hh Umlm to ttrenfitlk »nd «r«oa 
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On wave and wind the boy would tow, 
Was great, nor knew how great he was ' 

lie knew not that his chosen band, 
Made strong by God, his native land 
Would rettcuc from the shameful yoke 
Of Slavery-— —the which he broke ! 



AT A SOLEMN MUSIC 

Hlest pair of Sirens, pledges of heaven's joy, 
Sphere bom, liarmonious sisters, Voice and Vei^e, 
Wed your divine sounds, andmix'd power employ. 
Dead tliingn with inbreathed sense able to pierce : 
And to our high-rais'd phantasy present 
Thiit undistuiiNMl song of pure consent, 
Aye sung before the sapphire-coloured throne . 
To Him that sits thereon, 
With »iintly shout, and solemn jubilee ; 
Where the bright seraphim, in burning row. 
Their loud up-lifted angel-trumpets blow ; 
And the cherubic host, in thousand quires, 
Touch their immortal harjM of golden wires, 
With those juit spirits that wear victorious palnw* 
Hymns devout and holy psalms 
Singing everlastingly : 
That we on earth, with undiscording voice. 
May rightly answer that melodious noise ; 
As once we did, till disproportion^ sin 
.Tnrr*d against nature's chime, and with hardi din 
Broke the fair music that all creature* made 
To their great Lord, whose love their mottoiu 
fn porfpct diaitason, wVkWst t\ke^ sIUmA. (mwaj'd 
In first obedience', and lV\e\r aute ot %q«&. 
O, may we soon again renew ^i»^ *"5*\ x- 
And keep in tune with l»av«a,\Si\ e«4«mv 
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his cclwtial eonoert u« unite, 

live with him, and siiig in endlcH BMrn of light! 



MILTOir. 



THE BURIAL ANTHEM. 

BKOTRKRy thou art gone before ns. 

And thy taintly soul is flown 
Where tcArs are wip'd from ercrj eye, 

Andsorrow is uuknown. 
From the burthen of the flesh. 

And from care and fear releas'd. 
Where the wiclied cease from troabliag , 

And the wepry are at rest. 

The toilsome way thou'st traveird o*er. 

And borne the heavy load, 
* Bat Christ hath taught thy Uuaguld feet 

To reach his blest abode ; 
Thoa'rt sleeping now, like Lazams 

Upon his father's breast, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling. 

And the weary are at rest. 

Sin can nerer taint thee now. 

Nor doubt thy faith assail. 
Nor thy meek trust in Jesus Christ 

And the Holy Spirit fail : 
And there thou'rt sure to meet the good, 

Whom on earth thou lovedst beat. 
Where the wicked cease from tro«hling. 

And the weary are at rest. 

" Earth Uf emrtb/* and " duat to dwW' 
Tbe aolemn pricBt hath said. 
So we Jajr the turf above thee now, 
^i«l ire aea/ thjnamw bed; 
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But thy spirit, brother, soars away 

Amoug the faithful blest. 
Where the wicked cease from troablliif, 

And the weary are at rest. 

MIUUl 



ON THE ETEKNITY OF THE SUPREME BEIKC 

Hail, wond*routf Being, who in power supreoK 
Exists from everlasting ! whose great name 
Deep in the human heart, and erVy atom 
The Air, the Earth, or azure IVIain oontains. 
In undecypher*d characters is wrote— 
Incomprehensible /— () what can words, 
Tlie WHok interpreters of mortal thoughts. 
Or what can thoughts (tho' wild of wing they n 
Thro* the vast concave of th* sthereal round)? 
If to the Ueav'n of Ileav'ns they wing their w 
iVdvent'rous, lilte the birds of night they're lost 
And delug'd in the flood of dazzling day. — 

^lay tlien the youthful, uninspired ^ard 
Prtisume to hymn th* Eternal? may he soar 
Where Seraph and where Cherubim on high 
llesfiund th' unceasing plaudits, and with tlitD 
In the grand chorus mix his feeble voioe? 

He may — ^if thou, who from the witlcM babi 
Ordainest honour, glory, strength, and ^vliSk 
Uplift th' uupinion'd Muse, and delgn'atto SM 
Great Poet of the Universe ! his song. 

Before this earthly Planet wound her conrs 
Round Light's perennial fountain ; before Ligl 
Herself 'gan shine, and at th' inspiring word 
Shot to existence in a blaze of day ; 
Before the Momlng-SUra tofcAMiv iMaiibt 
And hafl'd Thee architect o« «wm<\«m^«*«i 
Thou art — All-glorious M\A>«ii«««iX, 
Ail Wisdom and OmnVpown^— ^^***^ 
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But is the «ra of Creation fix*d 
i -vrhon thfte worlds began ? Could auglit fetard 
MKloeat, that knows no boundSffrom blssring erer; 
r keep th* immense Artificer in sloth ? 
rmnnt the dust-directed crawling thought, 
limt Puissance immeasurably yast, 
nd Bountf inconceivable, could rest 
■I tent, exhausted with one week of action ! 
o^in th* exertion of thy righteous pow*r, 
m thousand times more active than tha SoOf 
lioa reign *d and with a mighty hand oompos'd 
vtems innumerable, matchless all, 
II stampt with thine uncounterfeited seal. 
Bat yet (if still to more stupendous heights 
tie Muse nnbalm*d her aching sense nuiy strain) 
srliapa wrapt up in contemplation deep, 
lie best of Beings on the noblest theme 
Ifht ruminate at leisure, scope immense ! 
Ii* Eternal Pow*r and Godhead to explore, 
nd with itself th* Omniscient Mind replete. 
tila were enough to fill the boundless All, 
die were a Sabbath worthy the Supreme ! 
srhaps enthron'd amidst a choicer few 
f spirits Inferior, he might greatly plan 
lie two prime Pillars of the Universe, 
reatioQ and Redemption— and awhile 
■nse with the grand presentiments of glory, 
iriiaps— but all's conjecture here below, 
U ignoranoe, and self-plum*d vanity — 
Thoo, whose ways to wonder at*8 distrust, 
liom to describe*s presumption (all we can, 
od all we may), be glorified, be prais'd. 
A dmjr^mUeame when all this earth aW)l'p«i\'^> 
ir/asrv behind er*n Chaos ; it ihaU oom«» 
«o mlJ the armiee of the elements 
I war againtt tbtauelyrf, and mutuil Tm||*» 
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To make Perdition triumph ; it shall ocHODCt 
When the capacious atmosphere ahove 
Shall in sulphureous thunders groan, and die. 
And vanisli into void ; the earth beneath 
Shall sever to the centra, and devour 
Th* enorniuus blaze of the destiurtive flames. 
Ye rwka tliut uioc'k the ravings of tho floods, 
And proudly frown u|>on th' impatient deep, 
When^ is your grandeur now ? Ye foaming warn 
That all along th* immense Atlantic roar. 
In vain yc swell; with a i'aw drops suffice 
To quench the inextinguishable lire? 
Ye mountains, on whoM! doud-crown*d tO|is th 
Are lesson 'd into shrubs uiagnific piles, [eedan 
That prop the painted chamber of the heavens. 
And fix the rarih continual ; Athos, where? 
Where, Tcncrifrc, 's thy statelinesii to-day ? 
What, jTCtna, are thy Hamcs to these ? No more 
Than the poor glow- worn to the golden sun. 

Nor shall the verdant valleys then remain 
.Safe iu their meek Mubmission ; they the debt 
Of nature and of justice too must pay. 
Yet I must weep fur you, ye rival fair, 
Arno and Andalusia; but for thee 
More largely, and with lilial tears must weep, 
O Albion ! O my country ! Thou must join. 
In vain disscveivd from the rest, mnst Join 
The terrors of th* inevitable ruin. 

Nor thou, illiuitrious monarch of the day; 
Nor thou, fair queen of night ; nor yon, ye stani 
'i*ho* million leagues and million still remotii 
Shall yet survive that day ; ye must submitt 
SbMren, not bright BpecialoT% ot ^>m wmm* 
But tho* the earth ahsW to ihA cvci^m y«^mIs^ 
I^or leave behind ev*n CbaM*, iW ^i!hfcsi>x 
}V!th all die elemenU mnnt ^m» «wm» 
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a at an i<1tot*e dream ; Uio' the biife rockfl» 
It brandish the tall cedars on their topi, 
th humbler rales munt to perdition yield ; 
»* Uie gilt sun, and BiWer-tressed moon, 
di all her bright retinue must be lost : 
thou. Great Father of the world. sorriT'tt 
mal, as thou wert. Yet still surrircs 
* tool of man immortal, perfect now, 
1 candidate for unexpirlng joys. 
le comes ! he comes ! the awful trump I bear ; 
i flaming sword's intolerable blaze 
e ! He comes! th* Archangel from abort, 
lite, ye tenants of the silent grare, 
wake incorruptible, and arise : 
rom east to west, from the Antarctic pole 

regions Hyperborean, all ye sons, 

e sons of Adam, and ye heirs of heayen— 
rise, ye tenants of the silent grare^ 
wake incorruptible, and arise.** 
ris then, nor sooner, that the restless mind 
U find itself at home ; and like the ark, 
*d on the mountain top, shall look aloft 
r the Tague passitge of precarious life ; 

1 wings and waves, and rocks and tempesti,past, 
oy the everlasting calm of Heayen : 

. then, nor sooner, that the deathless soul 
U justly know its nature and its rise: 
then the human tongue, new-tun *d, shall give 
iaes more worthy the Eternal ear. 
"what we can, we ougbt ;— and therefore Thou, 
ge Thou my heart, Omnipotent and good ! 
ge Thou my heart, with hyssop, lest,\\k« Ci^'n, 
^r finitJem tmcriSre, and with gifU 
uf, and not propitiate the Ador*d. 
Gratitude were blest with all tb« powtscm 
vaUng bean could long for ; tbo* tl^e «^^ 
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'riic fiery wing*d Imagination «oar*d 
Beyond Ambition's wish — yet all were vain 
To spealc him as he is, who is ineffable. 
Yet still let Reason thro' the eye of Faith 
View him with fenrful love ; let Truth prouou 
And adoration on her bended knee, 
With heav'n-directed hands, confess bis reign. 
And let the angelic, archangelic band, 
With all the h<»t of Heay'n, cherubic forms. 
And forms seraphic, with their silver trump 
And golden lyres attend :— *' For thou art hoi 
" For thou art one, th' Eternal, who alone 
** Exerts all goodness, and transcends all pniM 

SMJ 



THE IGNOKANCE OF MAN. 

Bfhold yon new-born infant griev'd 
With hunger, thirst, and pain ; 

That asks to have the wants reliev'd. 
It knows not to complain. 

Aloud the spcecliless suppliant cries, 

And utterN, as It can, 
The woes that in its bosom rise, 

And speak its nature— man. 

That infant, whose advancing hour 
Life's various soiTows try ; 

(Sad proof of sin's transmissLve pow'r) 
That infant. Lord, am I. 

A childhood yet my lYioaf^\& col^lH■^ 

Though IniiK Vn yeax% inaVas«\ 
Unknovrlng whence V i«»\ ^^"^»w»» 
And where, or wh*^, ^^ ««««• 
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Aathor of good ! to thee I torn : 

Tby ever-wakeful eye 
Alone can all my wanta diaGern ; 

Thy ^od alone supply. 

O let thy fear within me dwell, 

Hiy love my footsteps guide ; 
That love shall vainer lovca expel ; 

That fear all fears beside. 

Andy oh ! by error's force subdued, 

Since oft my stubliorn will 
Prepo8t*rou8 shuns the latent good, 

And grasps the specious ill ; 

Not to my wish, but to my want. 

Do thou thy gifts apply : 
Unask*d, what good thou knowest, grant ; 

What iU, tho* ask*d, deny. 

MERRICK. 



ON THE DEATH OF THE REV. MR. KENNETH 
BAYNE, GREENOCK. 

If sorrow's holiest tears could bring 
Thy spirit from its native skies, — 

Then might we hope that pity's wing 
Would waft thee back from paradise ! 

Bat all onr sorrow is unknown. 

In that bleet place where thou art gone. 

Farewell ! farewell ! beloved shade, — * 

Long shall thy memory linger here, 
Till th^ that lov'd thee too are dead. 
And mingllag in another sphere *, 
Where death's cold hand can neTcr tear, 
9* <^«» that boand lu ahorUy here. 
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Oil ! happy was that change to tbect 
When death ap|>ear'd n-ithout a frown ; 

And lilV* — and immortality — 

Displ.iyM thy hri^ht unfading crown ! 

For thou wert faithful to the call. 

Which ruisM thee a» a guide to all. 

Well may they werp, who round tbee hiliigi 
The chuioh !»huli lon^ thy lois deplore ; 

For <»h that heart ix roKl,— that tongue 
On earth, sh:ill praixe our God no more; 

For thou hast j(»iu'd the hoNts ahove, 

Who triumph through redeeming love ! 

No more hy rare and sorrow woni. 
Thy voire reproves each dull delay ; 

And oh ! no more shall they who mourn. 
Hear thy kind voice in florrow*ii day : 

And who shall them conduct and guide. 

On life's tempestuous swelling tide? 

*' Still trust in Gw\ !" our hearts may hear 
The p;u'lini][ wiM'd"*— the la^t hr gnye, 

Wlii-n deatli's cold hand \ias linf^'ring near 
Which hrou^ht him quickly to the grave! 

That beil from which none shall arise. 

Till heaven's la<«t thunder rends the fikies. 

Th(*n, may our mmiIm devoutly think, 
Fmm life one ^tep divides the tomb; 

We're Ktanilin^ on an awful brink. 

And moments s(K>n will seal oar docA- 

Yes ! all who mourn his sudden call, 

Muiit soon obey— it %peaka to all ! 



Rva 
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THE FEMALE SUICIDE. 

K left her inftrnt oo the Sunday mom, ^ 
znmtnre doom'd to shame ! in sorrow bom ; 
thing that Ianguish*d, nor arriyed at age» 
len the man's thoughts with ain and pain en- 



I came not home to share our humble meal, 
r father thinking what his child would feel 
>m his hard sentence— still she come not home, 
e night grew dark, and yet she was not come ; 
e eaat wind roar'd, the sea retiim*d the sound* 
d the rain fell as if the world were drown'd : 
ere were no lights without, and my goodman, 
kindness frighten'd, with a groan began 
talk of Ruth, and pray ; and then he took 
e Bible down, and read the holy book ; 
r he hud learning : and when that was done 

• Mt In silence— whither could we run ? 

t said, and then rushM frighten*d from the door, 
r we could bear our own conceit no more : 

• call'd on neighbours — there she had not been ; 

i met some wand'rers-— ours they had not seen ; 
! hurried o*er the beach, both north and south, 
en join*d, and wander *d to our haven's mouth: 
lere rush'd the falling waters wildly out, 
wrcely heard the goodman's fearful shout, 
lo saw a something on the billow ride, 
d— Heaven have mercy on our sins ! he cried, 
s my child !— and to the present hour 
be belieTes— and spirits have the power. 

Ind she was gtme I the watera wide md ^ft«.'<2 
I'd o'er her body as she lay aalMp. 
beard no more the angry waT«i aikd "wVtkd, 
eard no more the thneat*ning of a»r^^>^ > 

O 



Ij * Softly and with a fearful step s 

if ^ I Then, when she gaio'd it, on tl 

A moment etill — and dropt ini 
llie man cried loudly, but he c 
She heard not then^-slie never 

She had, pray, Heav'n !~«he h 

sight, 
Where frailty mercy finds, and 
But sure, in this, her portion si 
Well had it still remained a wo 



HYMN. 

How are thy servants blesi 

How sure is their dcfen> 

Ktemal nrinHnin i« *liait> m 
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Think, O my soul, devoutly think, 

How with affrighted eyes 
Thou saw'st the wide extended deep 

In all its horrors rise ! 

ft 

Confusion dwelt in every £sce. 

And fear in ev*ry heart, 
When waves on waves, and gulphs in gulphs, 

0*ercame the pilot's art. 

Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord, 

Thy mercy set me free ; 
While in the confidence of prayV 

My soul took hold on thee. 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung 

High on the broken wave, 
I knew thou wert not slow to hear, 

Nor impotent to save. 

The storm was laid, the winds retired 

Obedient to thy will ; 
The sea, that roar*d at thy command, 

At thy command was still. 

In midst of dangers, fears, and deathw, 

Thy goodness I'll adore ; 
And praise thee for thy mercies past, 

And humbly hope for more. 

My life, if thou preserv'st my life, 
, Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
And death, if death must be my doom, 
Shall )oia my soul to thee. 

K'SO'ft, 



i 






» 



Lnlniovni the re^oDs 
The ]and in irhich 1 

^lisnamehu periah*d 
This truth sunives 

Thatjoy, and grief, an 
Alternate triumphd 

ills bliss and woe,— a , 
—Oblivion hides the 

The bounding pulse, th 

The changing spirits' 

>Ve know that these we 

For these are felt by i 

He HufferM^but his pa, 
Ijnjoy d—but his deli, 

Had tnends—his friendi 
And foes— his foes an 

He lov'd,— but whom he 
Hath \mt in iu uncoui 
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Erewbile his portion, life and light. 
To him exist in vain. 

The clouds and sunbeams, o'er his eye 
That once their shades and glory threw, 

Hare left in yonder silent sky 
No Testige where they flew. 

The annals of the human race. 

Their ruins, since the world In^an, 

Of HUf afford no other trace 

Than this, — Tuiax lived ▲ man ! 

MONTGOXKRV. 



THE HOUR OF DEATH. 

LiATES have their time to fall. 
And flowers to wither at the North- wind's breath, 

And stars to set— but all, 
Tboa hast aU seasons for thine own, O, Death ! 

Day is for mortal care. 
Ere for glad meetings round the joyous hearth, 

NIgbt for the dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer ; 
But all for thee, thou Mightiest of the Earth > 

The banquet hath its hour. 
Its fev*rish hour of mirth, and song, and wine ; 

There comes a day for Griefs overwhelming 
power, 
A time for softer tears — but all are thine ! 

Youth and the op'ning rose 
May look like things too glorious for decay. 

And smile at thee ! — but thou art not of those 
That wait the ripen'd bloom to seize their prey ! 

LeaTce h»re their time to &11, 
Ajtd ihwmn to wither at the No]i1)i-ivVBj9L*%\ffti 
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And stars to set— bat alK 
Thou bast all seasons for ibine own, O, Dec 

We know when moonii shall wane, 
>\'hen sunimer-binlt from far shall cross the 

When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden g 
Hut who shall teach us when to look for the( 

is it when spring's first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie 

Is it when roses in our paths grow pale? 
'i'hey have one seaaon-^all are ours to die ! 

Thou art where billows fonm, 
Thuu art where music melts upon the air ; 

Thou art around uh in our peaceful home, 
And the world calls us forth— -and thou art t 

Thou art where friend meets friend, 
Heneath the shadow of the elm to rest; 

'Hiou art where fiie meets foe, and trumpeti 
The skies, and swords beat down the princely 

Leaves have thoir time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the North-wind's b 

And stars to set — ^but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, 0» Dea 

IIB»I 




TO THE MEMORY OF A LADY. 
" Thou thy worldly taik hait done." 



High peMe to the soul of the dead, 
From the dream of the world dw bM fi 

Oo the itan In her gUnnf to tNni, 
To be bright in the bluw «C t\Mblta«M 
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In youth she was lorely , and time. 

When her rose with the cypress he twined, 

Left the heart all the warmth of its prime, 
Left her eye all the light of her mUid. 

The summons came forth — and she died ! 

Yet her parting was gentle, for tiiose 
Whom she loT*d, mingled tears at her side-^ 

Her death was the moiini«r*« repose. 

Our weakness may weep o*er her hier, 
But her spirit has gone on the wing 

To triumph for agony here. 

To rejoice in the joy of its King. 

CAOLY . 



SECOND PSALM. 

Whesefore do the heathen wage 
War against the King of Icings, 

Whence the people's madd'ning rage 
Fraught with vain imaginings ? 

Haughty chiefs and rulers proud 
Forth in handed fury run, 

Braring, with defiance loud, 
God, and his anointed son ! 



** Let ns hreak these bands in twain, 
Let us cast their cords away;'* 

But the Highest, with disdain, 
dees and mocks their vain array. 



fi 



High »n Zion I prepare, 
(Tlia he spealtsj u regal throne, 
TImq, m/ Prince, my ehoten heir. 
Hue aad elalm it •• thin* owii*'* 

4 
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'in** " 

.,h God *e **•• 
" son of G?*' r;^J,n»\ ^"^^^^^r^ 

.„«d women**' T; ^At «»«**J^< 
And !•» *• 
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Oft morning dreams prenge approAchiug fate ; 

And morning dreams, as poefes tell, are true; 
L^fd by pale ghosts, I enter Death *8 dark gats, 

And bid the realms of light and life adieu. 

I hear the helpless wail, the shriek of wo ; 

I see the muddy wave, the dreary shore ; 
The sluggish streams that slowly creep below, 

Which mortals visit, and returns no more. 

Farewell, ye blooming fields! ye cheerful plains! 

Enough for me the churchyard's lonely mound, 
Where Melancholy with still silence reigns. 

And the rank grass waves o'er the cheerless 
ground. 

There let me wander at the shut of eve, 

When sleep sits dewy on the labourer's eyes ; 

The world and all its busy follies leave, 

And talk with wisdom where my Daphnis lies. 

There let me sleep forgotten in the clay. 

When death shall shut these weary aching eyes ; 
Rest in the hopes of an eternal day, 
Till the long night is gone, and the last mom 
arise. 

aann* 



. , LINES 



fFriuin fry Lord Byron^ a fnc weeks before hia 
death, on the blank iMifofa BibUm. 

I- A< /. ! f / ■ -• • 

WiTUiir this awful volume \\«a 

TTie myatery of mytterles \ 
Hmppieat they of human r«fte 
To whom their God hia gVyen fgnjc* 

O 2 
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'In rrad. In for, bi hopr, lo piaf. 
'in lift ihf Inch, u Am xhr wij- 1 
And brtUr hid thtj ne'er been bar 
Tlinn md to daubt, or rmd to Kir 



THE POOR HAK'S PRAVFR 
As mucb him I of wDrldljr good 

A* e'er my Msalfr bad, 
I diet nn M dainty food 

And >m Bi ri<:hly clad, 
Thn' plain my curb, ttiu' aruit my 
As Mary's Son and Nature'i Lon 

The nMnjcer wu his Intant b«d. 
Ilia hiime the mnuiitain-cave, 

Hf had nnt where to Uy bis bead 
He boiTOw'd e'en his fiave ; 

Korth yielded him no ret jg spot 

Ai much the world's g;and-'nill I 
lis favours and apiilaine. 

A* He (Those blesied name I bea 
Hated iritbout a rause; 

Drspis'd, rejected, mock'd by prid 

Belny'd, fnrwken, erucilied. 

VbyaboDM I enart m)- Masttr'i 
Why should I fear 1u frown ? 

Why should I seek for rot below 
Or sigh fur brief renown? 

A pClgrim to b bdtcr \an&. 
An hdr of joy M Go4'a rt^^ 
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THE BIBLE A GUIDE. 

What is the world ? a wildering maze. 
Where sin hath trackM ten thousand wayv 

Her victims to ensnare ; 
All broad and winding , and aslope. 
All tempting with perfidious hope. 

All ending in despair. 

Millions of pilgrims throng these roads 
Bearing their baubles or their loads 

Down to eternal night. 
One humble path that never bends. 
Narrow, and rough, and steep ascends 

From darkness into light. 

Is there no guide to show that path? 
The Bible— he alone who hath 

The Bible need not stray. 
But he who hatb and will not give 
That light of life to all who live, 

Himself shall lose the way. 

MONTaosisay. 



EPITAPH ON A BELIEVER- 

FoaoivK, blest shade, the tributary tear. 
That mourns thy exit from a world like this; 
Forgive the wish that would have kept thee here. 
And staid thy progress to the realms of bliss. 
No more confin*d to grov*Uing scenes of earth, 
No more a tenant pent in mortal clay. 
Now should we rather hail thy glorioua Hv^JaX 
And truce thy journey to the reaima o^ ^a.*^* 
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J-^acii prcseuc day, thy last, ca 

Improve thy talent with due < 

I'or the great day thyself preps 

111 coil versiit inn be sincere, 

Keop conscience, as the noonti 

'J'liiuk how the all-seeini; (Jotl 

And all thy secret thoughts !$u 

M'ukc, and lift up thyself, niy 

-And with the angels boar tliy 

Wlio till night lonjf, un\veariV<l 

lli!,'h praiiie to the etwnal Kin 

l.or«l, I my vows to Thee n-nc 

^Scatter my sins as moining de^ 

CJuui-d my first springs of thou 

And with thyself my spirit till, 

Direct, contnd, sugg'est, this da 

All 1 diKign, ov do, or say ; 

That oil my i»oweiis with all tl 
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That with the world, myKlf, and Thee, 
* I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

Teach me to live— that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
To die— that this vile body may 
Rise glorious at the awful day. 
O may my soul <mi Thee repoM, 
And may sweet sleep my eyelids close ; 
Sleep that may me more vi^oi'ous make. 
To serve my God when I awake. 

When in the night I sfeeplev lie, 

My soul with heavenly thoughts supply ; 

Let no ill dreams disturb my rest* 

No powers of darkness me molest. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 

Praise Him all creatures here below : 

Praise him above, ye heavenly host, 

Praise Father, Sou, and Holy Ghost. 

BlSHOr KKNN. 



LINES 
H'ritUn om tkf blank latfq)' a Bihic. 

Hail ! blessed book thy page by me 
Has been, alas ! too oft forgot ; 
Though I have found when far from thee. 
The world eoiitaiu'd no sunny spot. 

Would that this heart was just as free 
From guilt, as when I first was taught 
To read thy page, which bade me flti 
From bId, in word, in deed, or t]hou|]b.t. 

^"gh cold aeglect laid ibee Midc, 
nougb I bare broke thy Mcr«d \aw*\ 
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Still be to roe my only fuMe, 
And make a wretched ainuer pause. 

For oh, it' uugl&t our steps can guide, 
To i>eace below, or bliss aboTe ; 
'Iliou caiibty and nothing else beside. 
For all thy precepts speak of love. 

Yes, love to God and love to man, 
From truth's own lips sublimely giv*n ; 
While Jesus, and salvation's plan, 
Bid sinners look from earth to Heaven. 

Oh ! may that light which heaven can shed, 
Shine forth ris o*er thy page I pore- 
Illume my st«>iHi and dying bed. 
And lead me to the eternal shore. 



WEIA' 



HAPPINESS. 

One morning in the month oi' May 

I wandcr'd o*er the hill ; 
Tho' nature all around was gay. 

My heart was heavy still. 

Can God, 1 thought, the just, the great, 
These meaner creatures bless. 

And yet deny to man's estate 
The boon of happiness ? 

Tell me, ye woods, ye smiling plains, 

Ye blessed binls around. 
In which of nature's wide domains 

Can bliss for man be found ! 

The birds wild varoWd ox«t ^mmI, 

The breeze arounA Ta« >Aftw« 
And nature** awfoV c^'raa 
No UeM for man ilieltt«w. 
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1 quMlion'd Loti, ^-hoM ailj ny 

So roay brlgbt appcsn. 
And beard tb> timid gniliu ny 

His llgbt wu dimra'd by uan. 

1 qiieitlon'd F>iiiid^«ip : Fiinnitair 
And thus her answer gaie — 

The few whom fortune nerer lurn'd 
Wen wilher'd in Ibe gnvt ! 

I aik'd if Vice could bina beilow ? 

Via boaated loud and well, 
But fading. Train bir nither'd brow 

Th* borrow'd roaea fell. 

I Mtugbt of Feilihg. If ber aliih 
Could aootbe the wounded breaM ; 

And found her mourning, faint, and M 
For othen' won dittma'dl 



Iqaeatio. 
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L-a; Vir 


lu. .igh'd. 


No boon could t 
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■he cried, 
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TB— the 


gridy .had. 


Relax' 


d bli bro 




And ■• I 
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irtoe guidee thee 
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Wirrx ritiag 6mn tbt bed of deuh, 
O'rrwhtim 'd with guilt and faftT, 
ttemmj Maker fmcc to face, 
O! bow Unll 1 appesr ? 
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If yet, while pardon maj be found, 
And mercy may be eought, 

My heart with inward horror shrinlM 
And trembles at the thougbt 

When thou, O Lord, ihalt stand diicloi 

In majesty severe, 
And ait in judgment on my soul, 

() ! how Khali 1 appear? 

But thoa hast told the troubled soul, 

Who does her sins lament, 
The timely tribute of her tears 

Shall endless woe prevent. 

Then see the sorrows of my heart, 

Ere yet it he too late : 
And hear my Saviour's dying groans, 

To give those sorrows weight. 

For never shall my soul despair 

Her pardon to procure, 
Who knows thy only Son has died 

To make that pardon sure. 



AN EVENING SERVICE. 
Tub cohl wind strips the yellow leaf, 

The stars are twinkling faintly oVr i 
All nature wears her garb of grief, 

While day*s fair book is cloe*d before 

The songs have ceased,— 4nd busy men 
Are to their beds of silence creeping ; 

Tlie pale, cold moon UmAui ftol t^n 
On the tir*d world m vMLy dwq^ 

O ! in an hoar ao sl\\\ u Ikta, 
FHmh care, and tfltt, waA ^mbwA^ ' 
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To DMck i)«Toli<Mi'i boly feeling ; 
iDd riH to Thn — to Thw, whoH bind 

UnroU'd Ibf golden Lamp of brana ; 
duitled with beauty all Ihc land ; 

G*>B light to morn, and shade to ereo. 
Icing, whow all-perrading might 

The lam afoiuutleM worlds diipoaeaj 
'et girtt the sparkling dewi their light — 

Their b(auly to the blushlug K»«i 
'hoD, Ruler of our destiny! 

With million gifU hast Thou supplied lis, 
lidd'n from our vieir futurity, 

Uaidling all the paal lo guide at. 
lio' dark may be earth'i vale, and damp, 

A thousand slan shlue sweetly o'er ua, 
Lnd immortality '■ pure tamp 

Giaddeoi and gilds our path before lU. 



THE SPRING FLOWER. 
I LoviLV flower, at moniing hour, 

Bloom'd sweetly on ila parent stem ; 
tut ere the day had died away, 

ret it bad promis'd fair to <iew, 

'or 'midst the sWnaB Ita brauches gr«w ; 

t was the earlieat flower of spring, 

ric first of all its UoHomiag. 

iat ovw aotlmdf nipt it liea, 
lia trwry prmnlae loat for ever ; 

le dewdrap* from the A\m 
"—•"•• "in rarha It iwrw. 
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Thus have I seen a flower ■■ fair ; 

A dtuitiut; parent's only Joy, 
IStnl t'orih, wlieii storms were beating tfacRt 

A\u\ wither in a milder slcy. 
Shr withiTiMlj^but unlike the flower, \ 

Whirh heat's nu iui*re the voice of spriiif. ' 
And never d(>i-kti iiguin the )>ower. 

Which ^aw its eurly hloMiomin^. , 

i-'iir when on eartli* t»he lades and dies, \ 

Shr hUHims al're^h in paradise : 
\ hud transplanted fruni our soil. 

To live, beMide thuse living streams, 
Which ever, and I'orever sinile 

Heneath those unoreated heams^ 
Whose bles*>ed li^ht. and ceawless ray, 
Make Heaven's eternal summers day. 

wru 



• \ 1:N1 IREATOR SPIRITUS,* PARAPHRASED 

Ckkatok Spirit, hy whose aid 
The world's tbundati<ins first were laid. 
Come visit every pious mind ; 
Come pour thy j<iys on human kind. 
From sin and sorrow set us free, 
And make thy temples worthy tbee. 

() source of uncreated light. 
The I-athrr's promis'd Fkraclete ! 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire. 
Our hearts with heavenly love inspire : 
Come, and thy vacred uncUcni briiif 
7Vi sanctify us, wViWe 'we A^^, 

Plenteous of gtmce. *«e«iA iTfA^^bi^ 
Rich In illy •evcafolA mercy • 
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Thou strength of hb Almightf hand, 
Whoae pow*r doM hcivcn and earth command. 
Proeoeding ^irit, onr defence, 
Wlio doat the gift of tongues dispense, 
And crown thy gift with eloquence ! 

Refine and purge our earthly parts ; 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts! 
Our frailties help, our vice control, 
Submit the senses to the soul ; 
And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay thy hand, and hold them down, 
Chase from our minds th* infernal foes 
And peace, the fruit of love, bestow. 
And, lest our feet should step astray. 
Protect and guide us in the t^'ay. 

Make us eternal truth receive. 
And practise all that we beliere : 
OiTe us thyself that we may see 
The Father, and the Son, by thee. 

Immortal honour, endless fame. 
Attend th* Almighty Father's name : 
Thy Saviour son be glorified. 
Who for lost man's redemption died ; 
And equal adoration be. 
Eternal Paraclete, to thee ! 

DaTDBN. 



TO A LADY. 

*B1VK not, because thy quiet day, 

n silent goodness steais awajr, 

tloJt not, because to me aloma 

If 4eed0 of cheerful love are known, ^ 

^ in the grmre'H dark chamber laid, ■ 

> itte those gentle acta ahaU fade. 
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From the low turf where Tlrtae Hea 
Shall many a bloodless trophy- rite, 
WhoMe everlastiii^r bloom shall shiune 
The laureird conqueror's proudest name ; 
For there the hoary sire shall come, 
And lead his hubes to k\^ thy tomb, 
Whose manlier steps hhall oft repair 
To hle«s a Parent buried there. 
The youth, whose grateful thought reveres 
The hand that ruled his wayward years ; 
The tender maid, whose throbbiogr breast 
Thy gentle wisdom s(Hith'd to rest. 
And he who well thy virtues knew, 
When Fortune fail'd and fi lends were few; 
All who thy blameless course approv'd. 
Who felt thy goodiiests, or who lov'd. 
Shall crowd around thy hoiiour'd shrine, 
And weep and wish an end like thine. 

BOWDLEK- 



LINES. 

Ukplkcted on the lake, I love 
To see the stars of eveniiij^ glow. 

So tranquil in the heavens above, 
So restless in the waves below* 

Thus heavenly hope is all serene, 
But earthly hope how bright soe'er. 

Still fluctuates o'er this changing 
As fahie and fleeting u 'tis ik&. 



KXIU- 



HYUM. 
The imnsibls G«d. 
With deepest reVwne*, »». ^ 
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Oar feeble spirits striTe, in vain, 

A glimpee of thee, great God, to gain. 

Who, bf the cloent search, can find 

Thy mighty uncreated mind ? 
Nor men nor angels can explore 

Thy heights of love, thy depths of powV ! 

We know thee not ! but this we know, 
Hhni reign 'st above, thou reign 'st below ; 

And, though thine essense is unknown, 
To all the world thy pow'r is shown. 

That pow'r we trace on ev*ry side ; 

O may thy wisdom be our guide ; 
And while we live, and when we die, 

May thine almighty love be nigh. 

REV. KDM. BUTCHKa. 



HYMN. 

Liberal Judgement. 

Ai.L-seeing God! 'tis thine to know 
The springs whence wntng opinions flow, 
To judge, by principles within, 
When frailty errs and when we sin. 

Who, among men, high Lord of aU, 
Thj servant to his bar shall call. 
For modes of faith judge him a foe. 
And doom him to the realms of woe ? 

Who with another's eye can read ? 
Or worship by another's creed ? 
Revering thy commands alone. 
We humbly aeek^ and use our own. 

If wrong, forgive; approre, if rtgYit ; 
VhOe, faithful, we obey our light. 



«l 
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And, ceu8*ring nopef are zwloiu still 
To follow, atf to leun, thy will. 

When shall our happy eyes behold 
Thy people fashion*d in thy mould? 
And charity our lineage pn>ve, 
Deriv'd from thee, O God of love ! 

JOHN V 



HYMN. 
Benevolence, 

Hah., source of pleasures ever new ! 
While thy kiud dictates I pursue, 

I taste a joy sincere ; 
Too high for little minds to know. 
Who on themselves, alone, bestow 

Their wishes and their care. 

13y thee inspir'd, the generous breast, 
In blessing others only bleHt, 

With kindness large and free. 
Delights the widow's tears to stay. 
To teai!h the blind their smoothest way, 

And aid the feeble knee. 

O God ! with sympathetic care, 
In others* joys and griefs to share, 

Do thou mine heart incline ; 
Each low, each selfish, wish control, 
W^arm with benevolence my soul 

And make me wholly thine. 



DBATH OF THE RIGHTEOmi 

Like summer eve, when sunlifht throin 
A beauteoitt purt^n^ tv^ wraund ; 
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And silent aluules in peace repoee 
Upon the eoft and dewy ground. 

Am still, as peaceful, and serene. 
Is the last ray wh€ii life is done; 

When Hope*s bright beam, smiles o'er the scene 
Which saw a glorious race begun. 

What though around his couch may fnU, 
The dewdrops from kind pity*s eye ; 

The hai^y spirit smiles on all, 
And shines upon another sky. 

Oh ! such is life, whose parting ray 
Throws lustre on a world of sorrow ; 

For as its brightness dies away, 
There's promise of a glorious morrow. 

WEIH* 



PSALM. 
On Providenee. 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
His presence shall my wants supply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noon-day walks he shall attend. 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the sultry glebe I faint. 
Or on the thirsty mountains pant. 
To fertile Tales and dewy meads 
My weary wandVing steps he leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow, 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Tbo* in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy honon OTenpr«aA, 
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My steadfast heart shall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord, art with me atill ; 
Thy friendly hand shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful sbi 

Tho* in a bare and rugged way, 
l*hrough deviouM lonely wilds, I stray, 
lliy bounty HhuU my pains beguile; 
The barren wilderneM shall smile, 
With sudden greens and herbage crown 
And streams shall murmur all around. 

AD 




TRUST IN PROVIDENCE 

Ai.MiniiTY Father of mankind, 
On thee my hopes remain; 

And when the day of trouble comes, 
1 ishall not trust in vain. 

Tliou art our kind Preserver, from 

llie cradle to the tomb : 
And I ^vtM cast upon thy care, 

Kv*n from my mother's womb. 

In early years thou wa!«t my guide, 
And of my youth the friend : 

And Hit my days began with thee, 
With thee my days tihall end. 

1 know the PowV in whom I tmt, 
The arm on which T Iran ; 

He will my Saviour ever be, 
Who has my Saviour been. 

In former times, when tnmble cuM, 
Thou didst not stand afar ; 

Nor didst thou prove an abtant frieni 
Amid the d\a oC "w 
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My God, who eauiedst me to hope, 

When life began to beat, 
And when a stranger in the world, 

Didft guide my wandVing feet ; 

Thou 'wilt not cast me off, when age. 

And evil days descend; 
Thou wilt not leare me in despair, 

To mourn m j latter end . 

Therefore in life 1*11 trust to thee, 

In death I will adore ; 
And after death will sing thj praise. 

When time shall be no more. 

LOtiAN. 



HYMN TO VIRTUE. 

Evsa lovely and benign, 
£ndow*d with enerjiry divine. 
Hail, Virtue ! hall ! From thee proceed 
The great design, the heroic deed. 
The heart that melts for human woes, 
Valour, and truth, and calm repose* 
Though fortune frown, though fate prepare 
Her shafts and wake corroding care, 
Though wrathful clouds involve the skies. 
Though lightnings gUre and storms arise. 
In vain, to shake the guiltless soul, 
Chang'd fortune frowns, and thunders roll. 

Pile, Avarice, thy yellow hoard ; 
Spread, Luxury, thy costly board ; 
Ambition, crown thy head with bays ; 
Let Sloth recline on beds of ease ; 
Admir'd, adored, let Beauty roll 
The magic eye that melts the loul v 

H 
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Unless, with purifying fim, 
Virtue the consi'ious aouI inspires ; 
In vnin, tu bar intruding woe, 
Weultli, Fame, and Power, and Plcaiur 

To me thy sovereign gift impart. 
The resolute unshakrn heart. 
To guide me from the flow'ry way 
Wliere I'ieasure tunes her syren lay : 
Deceitful path ! where shame and can 
The pois'iious shaft, concealM, prrpan 
And shield me with thy gen'i'ous prid 
When fashion scotTs and fools deride. 

Ne'er let ambition^s meteor ray 
IVIiiilead my reason and betray 
My fancy with the gilded dream 
Of hoarded wealth and noisy fame. 
But let my soul, consenting, flow, 
Compassionate of other's woe. 
Teach me the kind endearing art 
To heal the mourner's broken heart, 
To ease the rankling wounds of care, 
And soothe the frenzy of despair. 

So, lovely virgin, may I gain 
Admission to thy hallow*d fane ; 
Where peace of mind, of eye aerenc^ 
Of heavenly hue, un<l placid mein, 
Leads, bmiling, thy celestial choir, 
And smites the consecrated lyre. 
And may that minstrelsy, whose cbai 
Can rnge, and grief, and care, dinnni 
Can |>assion*8 lawless force coiitrolt 
Soothe, melt, and c\q^«x^ d^^ wnLl 
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VERSE& 
If I had thought thou couldst have died, 

I might not weep for thee ; 
But I forgot, when by thy side, 

That thou couldst mortal be : 
It never through my mind had past, 

The time would e*er be o'er, 
And I on thee should look my last. 

And thou shouldst smile no more ! 

And still upon that face I look, 

And think *twiil smile again ; 
And still the thought I will not brook, 

That I must look in vain ! 
But when I speak — thoa dost not say, 

What thou ne'er left'st unsaid ; 
And now I feel, as well I may. 

Sweet Mary ! thou art dead ! 

if thou wonldst stay, e'en as thou art. 

All cold and all serene — 
I still might press thy silent heart, 

And where thy smiles have been ! 
While e'en thy chill, bleak corse I have, 

Thou seemest still mine own ; 
But there I lay thee in thy grave-^ 

And I am now alone! 

I do not think, where'er thou art. 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 
And I, perhaps, may soothe this heut, 

In thinking too of thee : 
Yet there was round thee such a dawn 

Of light ne'er seen before. 
As fancy never could have divwilf 
And never can restore • 
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SIC VITA. 

Like to the falling of ii star. 
Or as the flights of eagle* are ; 
Or like the fresh »pring'« gaudjr hnCi 
Or silver drops of morning dew; 

Or like u wind that chafes the flood, 
Or bubbles whicli on water stood ; 
£v*u such is man, whose borrow*d light 
Is straight call'd in, and paid to-night* 

The wind blotvs out, the bubble dies; 
The sprint; entnmb'd In autumn lies ; 
The dew dries up, the star is shot; 
The flight is past — and man forgoL 



KINi>- 



THE SEITINO SUN. 

That setting sun — that setting sun ! 
What scenes, since firat Its race bfgun, 
Of varied hue, its eye hath seen, 
Which are, as they bad never been. 

That setting snri •' full many a gaxe 
Hath dwelt upon its fading rays, 
With sweet, according thought sabUnWi 
In every age, and every dime ! 

'Tis sweet to mark thee, sinking slow 
The ocean's fabled caves below. 
And when th* obscuring night ia deofi 
To see thee rise, sweet setting aua. 

So when my pulaea ceaaa \» ^ii 
Senneiy close my c^rtmnt ni> 
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Can start on his dreams, or disturl 
Then weep not thus, for the moment 
When the wand'rer sleeps on his com 

Who would not recline on the breiut 
When the night-cloud has lowered 
ruwful day ? 

Who would not rejoice at his journe; 
When perils and toils cncorapass'd 

Then weep not thus, lor the momen 

When the wanderer sleeps on his coi 



DEATH OF A BEL1E\'E 

O THINK that, while you're w» 

His hand a golden harp is sti 

And, with a voice serene and c 

His ransomM soul, without a t 

His Saviour*s praise is singii 
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Your trembling hands prepare to lay, 
N. Shall rise to life unfading ! 

\ Then weep no more for him, that*s gooe 
Where sin and sufTring ne*er shall enter ; 
But on that great High Priest alone, 
Who can for guilt like ours atone. 
Your own affections centre ! 

For thus, while round your lowly bier 
Surviving friends are sadly bending. 
Your souls, like his, to Jesus dear. 
Shall wing their flight to yonder sphere. 
Faith lightest pinions lending. 

And thus, when to the silent tomb 

Your lifeless dust like his is glv'ii, 
Like faith shall whisper, *midst the gloom. 
That yet again, in youthful bloom. 
That dust shall smile in heaven ! 

H. 



BLESSED BE THY NAME FOR EVER. 



BLntcD be thy name for ever. 
Thou, of life the guard and giver ; 
Thou canst guard thy creatures sleeping ; 
Heal the heart long broke with weeping. 
God of stillness and of motion. 
Of the desert and the ocean. 
Of the moontain, rock, and river. 
Blessed be thy name for ever. 

Thou, who slumberest not, nor sleepest. 
Blest are they thou kindly keepest ; 
Ood of evening's parting ray, 
Of midnight's gloom, and dawii\iit( ^1 
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That riaen from the aiure aea 
Like breathings of eternity. 
God of life ! that fade shidi neTer, 
I Mossed be thy name for ever. 



HKAVENLY WISDOM. 

O HApri' is the man who hean 
Instruction's warning voire. 

And who celestial wisdom makesi 
His early, only choice ! 

For she has treasure inreater lar 
Than oast or west unfold. 

And her reward is more secure 
Tlian \H the gain of gold. 

In her right hand she holds to view 

A length of happy yean; 
And in her left, the prize of fame 

And honour bright appears. 

She guides the 3'oung, with innoonice 
In pleasure's path to tread ; 

A crown of glory she bestows 
Upon the hoary head. 

According as her labours riae» 

So her rewards increase ; 
Her ways are ways of pleaaantDtMy 

And all her paths are peace. 




80L1TUDK 

Hail ! Solitude, thou blcrt Abodc^ 
Of those who wonhip iwtare** GM^ 
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Delightful shaile ! thy cbarma huva power 

To aoothe the lolitary hour. 

I lore the silence of those plains. 

Where nature, simple nature, reigns; 

Where undisturbed those wilds among, 

The artless minstrel pours his ^ng ; 

And where the world whose pleunres seem 

An airy unsubstantial dream, 

Is quite forgot; — it cannot griere, 

And hope, and joy, no more deceire. 

Let me but live *midst such a scene, 
In winter's storms, or summer's green; 
I would not seek th* abodes of men, 
Or live amidst their careft again; 
Enough to me the mountains wild, 
In lone and rugged grandeur pil'd ; 
The boiling stream, that seeks below 
A placid, and a calmer flow : 
Or let me sit at dose of day. 
And watch the sun-light die away ; 
Or see from yon aerial height, 
The slow and solemn march of night ; 
And hear the minstrePs latest strain. 
At darkness wraps the dewy plain. 

'Midst scenes like this, the mind will rise. 
From earth, to those sublimer skies ; 
And hold sweet converse with its God, 
In his celestial bright abode. 
Hail ! God of nature and of grace. 
In solitude thy steps we trace ; 
Tbj Toioe is heard in every gale. 
Thy footsteps linger in the vale ; 
In stonns, thy awful might we 9ce, 
When riding forth in Majesty; 

2h 
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Tlie liglitning on thy steps attend, 
And t!)iiiid'ring clouds beneath thee bend. 
EviMi 'midst the Nileiice of the gruve, 
We hrar thr whisjiers of th}' love ; 
Thf> hill and vale their God proclnim, 
The mountain ei-hoes buck thy name ; 
And us the Molenin whiNper dies, 
The briM'zea bear to it the skies. 

How sweet amidst those trilds to stray, 
At morning hour, or olo<«e of day ; 
For there the woundiHl, bh>rding breast, 
Flies for a home, and place of rest ; 
In tiolitude the tear i;* Mhed, 
In bili'nt niemVy of the dead ; 
In solitude how oft we find. 
The broken heart and greived mind ! 
And *midiit its silence love to dwell 
Those who have bade the woHd farewell* 



ON THE GOODNESS OF THE SUPREME BEIS^*- 

OarnEL's, for so the Gentiles* ralFd thy name. 
IsraoVs swei^t l'i«alir.ist, who alone cmild*it wtkf 
Th' inanimate to motion ; who alone 
The joyful hin(N:ks, the applauding rocki, 
And tf(»od>i with musicfil persaaalon dreir; 
Thou, who to hiiil and snow gav'st voice and lOBD^i 
And mairst the mute melodious ! — greater Jtt 
Was thy divinest skill, and rul'd o'er men 
Than art and nature ; for thy tuneful touch 
Drove trembling Satan from the heart of 8mI^ 



« See this conjecture ■trongly lupportad bf IMhTi !■ ^ 

UfboCDsifldL 
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And qoeird the evil Angel — in this breait : 
Some portion of thy genuine spirit breathe, 
And lift me from myself; each thought impare 
Banish ; each low idea raise, refine, 
Enlarge, and sanctify ; — so shall the Muse 
Above the stars aspire, and aim to praise 
Her God on earth as he is prais'd in heaven. 

Immense Creator ! whose all-powerful band 
Framed universal being, and whose eye 
Saw like thyself, that all things form'd were good 
Where shall the timorous Bard thy praise begin, 
Where end the purest sacrifice of song, [light, 

And just thanksgiving ?— -The thought-kindling 
Thy prime production, darts upon my mind 
Its vivifying beams, my heart illumines. 
And fills my soul with gratitude and Thee. 
Hail to the cheerful rays of ruddy mom, 
That paint the streaky £ast and blithsome rouse 
The birds, the cattle, and mankind from rest ! 
Hail to the freshness of the early breeze, 
And Iris dancing on the new-fall'n dew. 
Without the aid of yonder golden globe, 
Lost were the gametes lustre, lost the lily. 
The tulip and auricula's spotted pride ; 
Lost were the peacock's plumage, to the sight 
So pleasing in its pomp and glossy glow. 
O thrice-illustrious ! were it not for lliee, 
Those pansies, that reclining from the bank 
View thro* th* immaculate pellucid stream 
Their portraiture in the inverted heaven. 
Might as well change their triple boast, the white. 
The purple, and the gold, that far outvie 
Tlie Eastern monarch's garb, ev*n with the dock, 
Ev'n with the baneful hemlock's irksome green. 
Without thy aid, without thy gladsome hcasii%, 
Tb» tribet of woodland wmrblert would Tt;in»2kii 
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.Mute on the lK>ndiiig brancbps, nor rfcite 
Tlu' |iruisc of Him, who, ere he form*d their 1 
Thfir voiiU'sturrfl to trunsiport, wiiig'il tbfir flij 
Ami liude them chll lor nurture, and receive: 
And lo ! they call ; the blarkhird and the thru 
'I'lie wtKidlark und the redbreatit jointly call : 
IIu lienrN, and feeds their feather'd families; 
lie friMls IiJH sweet muaicianii^nor neglects 
Tb' iiivokini; nivenR in the greenwood wide ; 
And tho* tlii'ir throats coame rattling hurt the 
I'iif'y lui-an it all for music, thanks and praise 
They luoan, and leave ingratitude to man :— 
Hilt not to all — for, hark ! the organs blow 
rheir swelling notes round the catbedral^s dom 
And grace the liarmonlous choir, celestial feast 
To |>iouH ear.i, and med'cine of the mind ! 
The ihrillirig trebleN and the manly bass 
Join in aeconlance meet, and with one voice 
All to the saried Hubject Huit their song. 
While in each breast sweet melancholy reigns 
Angelieally pi-nsive, till the joy 
Improves and purities; the solemn scene 
The sun tliro' storied |Nines surveys with awe, 
And bashfully withholds each bolder beam. 
Here, us her home, from morn to eve fiiequents 
The eherub Gratitude; Miold her eyes ! 
With love and gladness weepingly they shed 
10i*:^ta(ic smiles ; the incense, that her hands 
I'prear, in sweeter than the breath of May 
Caught froui the nect'ri lie's blosM>m, and hervcJ 
Is more than voire can tell: to Him she dnga, 
'i o Him who fee<]«, who clothes, and who adsr 
H'Ao made, and wbo preseftxm, ^YaMew dwell 
Jn Air, in stedlnst earth, or ^cVVe- mu 
O lie in good, Hp la immMwe^T «P*^^* « - 
H'AoaiJ things form' d, and iwirf^^**"*^*^^ 
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kVho mark*d the climates, varied every zone, 

Diipemiiif all his blessings for the best, 

fn order and in beauty : — rise, attend, 

\rrest, and praise, ye quarters of the world ! 

Bow down, ye elephants, submissive bow 

To Him who made the mite ! Tho*, Asia's pride, 

Ye carry armies on your tower-crown'd backs, 

And grace the turban'd tyrants, bow to Him 

Who is as great, as perfect, and as good 

[q his less striking wonders, till at length 

The eye*8 at fiiult, and seeks th* assisting glass. 

Approach, and bring from Araby the Blest 

The fragrant cassia, frankincense, and mjrrrh, 

And, meddy kneeling at the altar's foot. 

Lay all the tributary inoenae down. 

Stoop, feeble Africa, with rev'rence stoop. 

And from thy brow. take off the painted plume ; 

With golden ingots all thy camels load 

T* adorn his temples, hasten with thy spear 

Reverted, and Uiy trusty bow unstrung. 

While unporsoed thy lions roam and roar. 

And ruin'd tow*rs, rude rocks, and caverns wide 

Ele-murmur to the glorious, surly sound. 

And thou, Mr Indian, whose immense domain 

To counterpoise thiHiemispbere extends, [ers, 

Haate from the West, and with thy fruits and flow- 

Fhy mines and medicines, wealthy maid, attend. 

More than the plenteousness so fam*d to flow 

By Akbling bards from Amaltbea's horn 

[s thine ; thine therefore be a portion doe 

Of thanks and praise : come witlk thy brilliant crown 

And vest of fur ; and from thy fragrant lap 

P w at gn mateti and the rich ananas pour. 

9ut eble£y thou, Earapa, seat of Grace 

ad Cbrlatian excellence, his goodnen own. 

rib from ten tbouaand tempUs pour YkVa pTS^**- 
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(Mad in the armour of the liTiDg God, 
Appruach, uiishnath the spirit's tlaining sword ; 
Faith's Mhielil, 8aIvation*ii glory— coinpassM helm 
Witli fortitiidf asauine, and o'er your hesrt 
Fair Truth's invulnerable brmst-plate tpreftd; 
Then juin the general chorus of all worldSi 
And let the song of Charity hegia 
In dtraiuM seraphic, and melodious prayer : 
*M) all-!>iit)icient, all-benefioent, 
** Thou Gud of G(KHlnei» and of Glory, hear! 
'* Thou, who to lowest minds dost c^ndesccDd, 
'' AMsnmini; passions to inforce thy laws, 
*' Ad(»ptint; jealousy to prove thy love: 
" Thou, who resigned humility uphold*st« 
" Kv'n as the Horist props the drooping rose, 
'* But quell'st tyrannic pride with peerless power- 
** Ev'n as the tempest rives the stuhborn oak: 
" () alUsutlicient, all-beneficent, 

Thou God of Goutiness, and of Glory, hear! 

Hles^ all mankind i and bring them in the eod 
** To heav'n, to immortality, and Thee!" 



It 



THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 
Ueo Ojii, Mar, 

FATiiEa of all ! in evVy age, 

In ev'ry clime ador'd, 
Hy saint, by savage, and by aage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 

Thou Great First Cause, IcMt undentood, 

Who all my sense confined 
To know hut Ibia, \\m!1 TKcni turt fiMdt 

And that myseU vi&VkV\ti^ 
Yet give me. In this AwfV «rt»>ft» 
To Bce the good from W^» 
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And, binding natore fast In fate, 
Left free from human will. 

What conscience dictates to be done. 

Or warns me not to do. 
This teach me more than hell to shun, 

That, more than heaven pursue. 

What blessings thy free bounty gives 

Let me not cast away ; 
For God is paid when man receives, 

T' enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to earth*s contracted span 

Thy goodness let me bound, 
Or thinic Thee Lord alone of man. 

When thousand worlds are round. 

Let not this weak, unknowing hand 

Presume thy bolts to throw. 
And deal damnation round the land 

On each I judge thy foe* 

If I am right, thy grace impart. 

Still in the right to stay; 
If I am wrong, O teach my heart 

To find that better way. 

Save me alike from foolish pride, 

Or impious discontent. 
At aught thy wisdom has deny'd, 

Or aught thy goodnen lent. 

Teach me to feel another's woe, 

To bide the fmalt I see; 
That mercy I to others show. 
That mercy show to in«. 
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Mean tho* I am, not wholly so, 
Since quickenM by tliy breath, 

O lead me wheresoe*er I go, 
Thro* this day's life, or death. 

This day, be bread and peace xny lot ; 

All vise beneath the sun, 
Thoa know*Ht if best brstow*d or not ; 

And let thy will be done. 

To Tliee, whose temple is all space. 
Whose altar, earth sea, skies! 

One chorus let all bi>ing raise ! 
All Nature's incense rise ? 



HYMN. 



Messiah ! at thy glad approach 
The howling wilds are still ! 

Thy praliws fill the lonely waste. 
And breathe from every hill. 

The hidden fountains, at thy call, 
Their sacred stores unlock ; 

Loud in the desert, sudden stresms 
Burst living from the ruck. 

The Incense of the spring ascends 

Upon the morning gale ; 
Red o'er the bill the roses bloom, 

The lilies In the vale. 

RcnewM, the earth a robe of liglitt 

A robe of beaui^ ^«an; 
And in new heavens tkbt\^bKia wba 
Lead* on tb« ^romWd y 



p< 
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The kinfdom of Mewiah 
Appointed time disclcm 

And fairer in Emaiiuers 
The new creation glow 

Let Israel to the Prin<« < 
The loud Hosannah si 

With Hallelu>h8 and wi 
O Zion, hail thy King 



/ 



MAN*S IMMORTALITY PRO^ 

NATuaK, thy daughter, ever-d 
Of thee the great Immutahlo, 
Speaks wiadom ; is his orade 
And he who most consults hei 
Look nature through, His rev( 
All change, no death. Day foil 
The dying day ; stars rise, an< 
£arth takes th' example. Se 
With her green chaplet, and i 
Droopa into pallid autumn : 
Horrid with frost, and turbu 
Blows autumn, and his goldei 
Then melts into the spriog ; so 
Farmiian, flrom warm chamlM 
Kecalls the first. All, to refl 
As in a wheel, all sinks, to re 
Emblems of man, who passet 
With this minute distirictlc 
Nature revolves, but man ad% 
Eternal, that a circle, this a 1 
nmt gnviutrst this soars. 
AnUmt, and (nun ulcus, like 
ZmJ, mnd ^Dmilitv, her win 
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The world of matter, with ita ^'arioua forms 
All (lies into ucw life. Life bom from denth 
HolN the vast iiiiiss, and shall for ever roll. 
No single atom, oiure in beinf^, lost, 
With change of counsel char^^es the Most Iligb. 

^lattiT, immortal? and shall Npirit die?—- 
Above the iiobh>r, shall les^s nobler riw*? 
Shall man alone, for whom all else revive*. 
No resurrcrtion know? shall msin alonei 
hii|HTial man ! be sown in barren pround, 
Lt*ss privili'2;M than grain, on which he feed* -' 
Ik man, in whom alone is power to prize 
Till' bliss of beinjji;, or with previous pain 
Deplore its ]>eriod, by the spleen of fate 
Severely doomed death*8 single unredeemM? 



HYMN. 



When Israel, of the Lord bcloy'd, 

Out fi*om the land of liondage came, 
Her father's God before her iDov*d, 

An awful guide in smoke and flame. 
l)y day, nloni; the astonisird lands 

The I'loudy pillar glided slow; 
By night, Arabia's crimson'd sands 

Uetiirn'd the fiery column's glow. 

Thrre rose the choral hymn of praise, 

.Wid trump and timbrel answer*d keeo. 
And Zion's daughtera pour'd their lays. 

With priest s and warrior's voice betireni' 
No porleiiU now our foes amaze, 

Forsaken InraeV ww^^mm Vmub \ 
Our fathers wou\*i uoVV»ow Twx ^mii^ 

And Tuoii biuit. Mv Owm \o ^^A* 
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Bat, p wi i D t still, though now unieen ! 

When brightly shines the prosperoua day. 
Be thoughts of This a cloudy screen 

To temper the deceitful ray. 
And oh, when stoops on Judah*s path 

In shade and storm the frequent night, 
Be Thou, long-suflTering, slow to wrath, 

A horning and a shining light! 

Our harps we left by Babel's streams. 

The tyrant's jest, the Gentile's scorn ; 
No censer round our altar beams, 

And mute are timbrel, tramp, and horn. 
But Thou hast said, the blood of goat, 

The flesh of rams, I will not prize; 
A contrite heart, a humble thought. 

Are mine accepted sacrifice. 

SIR. W. SCOTT. 



CHRISTIAN ENCOURAGED. 

Child a IK of God, who, pacing slow, 

Your pilgrim path pursue. 
In strength and weakness, joy and woe, 

To God's high calling true : 

Why moTe ye thus, with ling'ring tread, 

A doubtful, mournful band? 
Why faintly hangs the drooping head; 

Why fails the feeble hand ? 

Ob ! weak to know a Saviour's powV, 

To feel a Father's care ; 
A moment's toil, a passing show*r 

la all the grief ye share. 

ne Lord of Ught, though, ^elTd •.^\^'fti 
He hides bia noontide ray. 
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Shall soon in lovelier beftuty tmile, 
To gild the closing day; 

And, bursting through the dosky shroud, 

That dar*d his pow*r invest. 
Ride thron'd in light o'er ev'ry cloud, 

And guide you to his rest. 

BOWDI.EE- 



I 



LIFE, DEATH, AND ETERNITW 

A SHADOW moving by one's side. 

That would a substance seem, 
That in, yet is not, — ^though descried' 

Like tikies beneath the stream : 
A troo that's ever in the blotim. 

Whose fruit is never ripe ; 
A wish ior j<»y8 that never come, — 

Such are the hopes of Life. 

A dark, inevitable night, 

A blank that will remain ; 
A waiting for the morning light, 

Whfn waiting is in vain ; 

A gulph where pathway never led 
To show the depth beneath ; 

A thing we know not, yet we drsad,— 
That dreaded thing is Death. 

The vaulted void of purple sky 

lliat everywhere extends. 
That stretches from the dauled eye, 

In sjmce that never ends : 
A morning, whose uprisen sun 

No belting e*«T tft\iS\. «»% 
A day that comes Nf\OawA *. 

Such U EitcmUT* 
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HYMN. 

Whkke bSgli the bcmT^nly temple itandt, 
The home of God not made with hands, 
A great High Priest our nature wears. 
The patron of mankind appears. 

He who for men in mercy sto€»d| 
And pour'd on earth his precious blood, 
Pursues in heaT*n his plan of grace, 
The guardian God of human race. 

Though now ascended up on high, 
He bends on earth a brother's eye. 
Partaker of the human name. 
He knows the frailty of our frame. 

Our fellow snff*rer yet retains 
A fieUow- feeling of our pains ; 
And still remembers Sn the skies 
His tears, and agonies, and cries. 

In ev'ry pang that rends the heart, 
Hie man of Sorrows had a part ; 
He sympathises in our grief, 
And to the suflTrer sends relief. 

With boldness, therefore, at the throne 
Let us make idl our sorrows known. 
And ask the aids of heaVnIy pow'r, 
To help us in the eril hour. 

I.O<}AN'. 



LOVE OF GOD. 



Oh ! never, never canst thou know 

What then for thee the Savlonr \)ox«> 
Tbe jmagw of that mysterious woe 
TbMt wruDg bit frame at €v*ry port. 
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The welj^ht that prem*d upon his brow. 
The fever of hU boNom's core! 
Yes! man for man perchance may brare 
The horrors of the yawiiiii|; grave ; 
And friend for friend, or child for sirei 
Undaunted and nnmov*d expire, 
From love— or piety — or pride. 
But ivho can die as Jesus died? 

A sweet, but solitary beam. 

An emanation fn>m above, 
Glimmerii o'er life's uncertain dream,— 

We hail that beam, and call it Love! 
But fainter tlian the pale star's ray 
Before the noontide blaze of day, 
And lii^hter than the viewless sand 
Beneath the wave tnat sweeps the strand, 
Is all of love that man can know,— 
All that in angel-breasts can glow,— 
Compnr'd, O I Lord of Host ! with thine, 
Ktenial — fathomli>ss-— divine 1 
That love, whose praise, with quenchlets firr, 
Inflames the blest seraphic choir : 
Where perfect nipture reigns abore. 
And love is all — for Thou art Lovb ! 



THE SEA, 

I r for a time the air be calm, 

Serene and smooth the sea appenn, 

And shows no danger to alarm 
The unexperienc'd Undsmui's ten: 

But if the temvein iflMs wAra^ 
The fiuib\e» miMt ««4Qa wbAl' 
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Its blllowi, foaming to the skies, 

Disclose a thousand threatening grares. 

My antry*d heart thus seem*d to me 

(So little of myself I knevr) 
Smooth as the calm unruffled sea. 

But, ah ! it prov*d as treach'rous too! 

The peace of which I had a taste 
When Jesus firat his love reveal'd, 

I fondly hop*d would always last, 
Because my foes were then concealed. 

But when I felt the tempter's pow*r 
Rouse my corruptions from their sleep, 

I trembled at the stormy hour, 
And saw the horrors of the deep. 

Now on presumption's billows borne. 
My spirit seem*d the Lord to dare ; 

Now, quick as thought, a sudden turn 
Plung'd me in gulfs of black despair. 

Lord, save me, or I sink, I pray*d ; 

He heard, and bid the tempest cease; 
The angry waves his word obeyed. 

And all my fears were hush'd to pence. 

The peace is his, and not my own. 
My heart (no better than l>efore) 

Is still to dreadful changes prone, 
Then let me never trust it more. 

NIWTON. 



THE DYING HOUR. 



Ity doea the day whose date \« >>i\c{. 
Smile tadly oVr the weatem Wk\ 



r 



Ti Come thrilllnf on the gent 

Why does the Umb whteh iti 

Lie down to tell its mourn 

Why docs the deer when woi 

To the lone vale where nig 

Their time was past, they li^ 

It was their dying hour. 

Why does the dolphin chanp 

Like that aerial child of li 
Why does the cloud of night 

To meet the morn with bi 
Why does the man we saw t 

To-morrow fitde like som< 
All earth can give must pas) 

It was their dying hour. 
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Then, tho* thoa bend my ipirit low, 

LoTe only shall I see : 
The Tery hand that strikes the blow, 

Was wounded onoe for me. 

XDMZSTOX. 



JEHOVAH JESU& 

Mt song shall bless the Lord of all. 
My praise shall climb to his abode ; 

Thee, Saviour, by that name I call* 
The great supreme, the mighty Gos. 

Without beginning or decline. 
Object of faith, and not of aense ; 

Eternal ages saw him shine, 
He shines eternal ages hences. 

As much, when in the manger laid. 

Almighty Ruler of the sky. 
As when the six days* wtirk he made 

FUrd all the morning stars with joy. 

Of all the crowns Jchotar bears. 
Salvation is his dearest claim ; 

That gracious sound well-pleased he bears. 
And owns Emmanuel for his name. 

A cheerful confidence I feel. 

My weU-plac*d hopes with joy I see ; 
My bosom glows with heav'niy zeal 

To worship him who died for me. 

As man, he pities my complaint. 

His pow V and truth are all diktat *, 
He will not fail, he cannot UXntt 
Salvation » sure, and mutt b« mlnft* 



THE SACKEO LVSK 
RESIUNATIOM. 



' Tis nnt thu niiinn'r'mg ihnu|bu aril 
Ami dr«d h FMhrr'i will ; 

' Til nnt that in«ck nubmiiisiDii Ilia, 
Aiitl would nut luHer ■till. 

Il is thBl hmy'n-t«u![lit.ft£(A ann-rfs, 
The path to realmn at light ; 

And Inae hcrwlf in light. 
Il is ihxt hope nllh ardour glows, 

Tu Ko HiH IBM to rue, 
Whose dying love no language knowi 

Sufficient Brt to trmce. 
It a that liarass'd conKleiier fiMie, 

That pniigs of utrugglinK tin ; 
Sen, though star, the hHud that heals, 

And ends her war wilhiu. 
Oh< let me wing my hallaw'd Bi^t 

FVom earth-born woe and on ; 
And soar beyond these realnu ntaitfi 

Mf SaTlouT's hiiss la ihare. 



THV: MIDNIGHT WIND. 
I'ti listeii'd to tba midnight wind 
Wbleb aeem'd to fanci'i «u 
The BKnirnrul muiie ol the ™i*i, 
lie eclio ot * tear : 
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And atni metboaght the hollo vr wowodf 

Which melting tvrept along, 
The Toioe of other days had founds 

With all the powers of song. 

I've listen'd to the midnight wind, 

And thought of friends untru»— 
Of hearts that seem'd so fondly twln*d, 

That nought would e*er undo : 
Of cherish'd hopes, once foodly bright — 

Of joys which fancy gave— 
Of youthful eyes, whose lovely light 

WMere darlcen'd in the grave. 

I*ve listened to the midnight wind 

When all was still as death ; 
When nought waajbcard, before^ behind— 

Not even the s]eeper*s breath. 
And I have sat at such an hour. 

And heard the sick man's sigh ; 
Or seen the babe like some sweet flower. 

At that lone moment die. 

I>e listen'd to the midnight wind, 

And wept for others woe. 
Nor could the heart such music find. 

To bid its tear drops flow. 
The melting voice of one we lov*d. 

Whose voice was heard no more— 
Seem'd when those fancied chords were mov'd 

Still breathing as before. 

I've listen'd to the midnlf^ht ii\a4, 

Aad sat beside the dead, 
And felt those movinga o£ tVke mVDJ^ 
Which own a secret drtad. 
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Which uiug Ihe dlt^c of Ui 

I'tc liUim'd lo the midnight ^ 
Wh«i, o'rr the upw-madi | 

Of one whole heart wu true i 
lu rudot bluts did nre. 

O ! than WM ■omalhifig In d 

Which led the thoughts to tfai 
Where he wai left dona. 



i'M lliten'd to the midnight i 
And conrtMl •Ircp Id vmiB 

WbUi IbnughU lilu)4hfW hr 
To nek the rnirind brkin. 

And even when dumber anft 
Hare vpn the tyalld clow ; 

The reatlew uml which cuini 



.MIDNlGin>MEDITATI 
Want mtlcH on m; bed I li 



Ithmth'A tba brnm mnA nln 
Sah wfll tha Rinun at men 
And a]] th« put, » pnOn U 
Wak-i by mnMBbnnea, U^ 
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Perfaapi that anzious friend I traoe, 
Belor'd tiU life*ft last throb ■hall eeMe, 
Whose voice first taught a Saviour's worth 
A future bliss uuIcdowh on earth. 

His iSuthful counsel, tender care, 
Unwearied love and humble pray*r : 

these still claim the grateful tear, 
And all my drooping courage cheer. 

If lood the wind, the tempest high. 
And darkness wraps the sullen sky, 

1 muse on life's tempestuous sea. 
And sigh, O Lord, to come to thee. 

Tofli*d on the deep and swelling wave, 
O mark my trembling soul and save ; 
Give to my view that harbour near, 
Where thou wilt chase each grief and fear. 

VOIL. 

VICTORY IN DEATH. 

A WAT ! thou dying saint, away ! 
Fly to the mansions of the blest. 
Thy God no more requires thy stay. 
He calls thee to eternal rest. 

Thy toils at length have reach*d a doae. 
No more remains for thee to do; 
Away, away to thy repose. 
Beyond the reach of evil go. 

Away to yonder realms of A\|^t, 

When multitudes, redeemed wVlViXAoo^^ 

Eojoy tbe beatific stgbt. 

And dwell for ever with theVr 0<A« 
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Go, mix with them, and ahare their Jof, 
In heav'n behold tlie tinner*!! friend; 
In pleasures share that never cloy, 
In ]>leasuretf that will never end. 

And may our happy ]Mirtion he 
To join thee in the realms above, 
'i'hc glory of our Loifl to see* 
And siug his everlasting love* 



K>:ii->- 



COMPASSION' FOR THE AGED. 

Lov*sT thou to see the light of mom 

Across the wintry landt>cape gleami 
Now gliat'ning on the silver*d thorn, 

Now glancing t'roui the frozen stream ? 
Then go, and bid the smile of joy 

To age's wither'd cheek return ; 
The ])ow'r, which heav'n has lent, empluv 

To make the taper clearer bum. 

Though, pale nnd dim, the orb of day 

May not the face of nature warm ; 
His fitful glance, \m feeble ray 

Impart a faint, a passing charm: 
And though the sad, the stranger smile 

May not revei'se the sulf'rer's doom, 
'Twill ease the aching heai't a while, 

A ud light the passage to the tomb. 



SUMM£U H\«.V. 



God of my sires ! yon arch ot \Au»— 
'Jlte balmy bnseze — thatxecAwolt^w* 
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And this wirm glow of summer's prime 
Transport me o*er the bounds of lime. 
To Fancy's gaze new worlds arise 
And people yonder orient skies ; 
The boundless realms of 'erial space 
HaTe many a bright and beauteous place 
That earth-bom eye may never see ; 
That earth-bom thou^t, howe*er so free. 
Can image not, nor shadow out, 
£ven with the misty trace of doubt. 
Yet there, O God ! like ocean's sand 
Strew*d on the shelving surf-beat strand, 
Innumerous hosts — a countless throng. 
Spontaneous swell the choral song 
Of endless praise ; tor there, as here. 
All that asks worship, love, or fear ; 
All, all above, around, below. 
To thee. First Cause, their being owe : 
Thy fiat gave them instant birth ; 
Thou, thou from chaos call'dst them forth. 
Vast, awful, measureless, immense 
Thy power is, and onmipoteuce ! 

But oh ! thy gentle Love, 

Softly streaming from above ; 

Warm as the solar beam of day, 

Yet calm and sweet as Hesper's ray. 
As far— to space's utmost ends. 
In one glad reign of bliss extends ! 
Before thy strength, — before thy power 
*Tis felt ; — Oh ! even in childhood's hour, 
Or e'er the mind hath gamer'd thought. 
Instinct to worship that hath taught I 
*Tia that which gave yon g;oi&i\ii\^ %Xx«si&. % 
'Tig that which gave thia (\«idd'ii\iif,\M9Kax\ 
This Bowrty mead— yon «^j(r«BA\ii%'\«wtv\ 
The hemJthful breeze of early &kwi^« 
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'ITie yellow broom ;^yon heather-bell ; 
The primrose blush iug in the dell ; 
The pearly dew, that crowns each stem, 
Kach llower, each leaf, with many a gem. 
Fairer than decks a diadem ! 

And, nor the last nor least, with praise 
And swelling heart, in artless lays, 
Giv'st me to kneel before thy throne 
Hens in this temple of thine own : 
lis roof, yon arch of azure hue, 
A clear, calm, holy, cloudless blue ; 
Its altar, yon steep hills that rise 
In miitty grandeur to the s kies ; 
Its incense, that one fleecy cloud. 
Stainless as infant beauty's shroud ; 
Its matin hymn, that swelling note 
That warbles through the lark's dear throat. 
This humble love, yet strong— sincere ; 
This i>ensive joy ; this happy tear; 
Its worship all. — Its priejit, the thought 
With ]>r(MtrRte adoration fmught. 
That Thou art all in all ! — that Man, what i« 

he ? — Nought f atkijji'os. 



:thk grace of god. 

Mark where the wave, at eventide* 

In seeming slumber lies ; 
Mark how its glassy fmee reflects 

The richly-paiuted skies. 

The brightest hues of heaven thcrs 

In faint rcsemV>\anc« »b\i\^ 
Thoa ghofith«pa«a\u%T\vijiftVt«B» 
The beautiful Ami&v^ 
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So, when redeemiDg love has aoofeh*d 

Man's ttormy soul to rest ; 
No more by ragiug passion tossM, 

By anxious sorrow prets*d ; 

Cold and unstable in himself 

As yonder cbaageful wavet, 
His bosom still reflects to heaven 

The image it receives. 

He feels a love, by love inspir*d, 

Retoming whence it came. 
Than can surrender all for One, 

"Who left so much for him. 

And there is Joy— the Joy of One 

Who, fVom a state of bliss, 
Looks back upon the awful depth 

Of wrath that once was his : 

Peace such as earth hath none to give ; 

The peace of sin forgiv'n ; 
Of hopes exalted from the world. 

And bliss secured in heav'n : 

Faith that can rest upon her God, 

However dark his ways ; 
While reason questions of his word, 

Believes it— and obeys. 

Patience, forbearance, gentleness. 

The ofhpring all of heav*n, 
Such as hefit a contrite soul, 

Mindful of sins forglv*a t 

Thewe, and whateFer else may ^ccm 
Moit beautiful, most fair, 

1 2 



•— on *• •""*• 
>ViU trace tD«" 

-While "«"•: '''i^Xh ^ ''*^°!; 
„•„ mother ^»«„^, „f »«»L!W». 

j^t the hyww •»" 
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TO A FRIEND ON THE BIRTH OF HIS FIRST 

BORN. 

Tbt little one has now begun 

Her journey in a Tale of tean. 
And cradl*d on a mother'a breast. 

She shares her anxious hopes and fears ; 
For many a scene before her lies. 
Ere death will close those smiling eyes. 

To gaze upon that lovely face, 

To hear her softe n*d tender cry ; 
Reminds us of those eariy days— 

Our helpless years of infancy ; 
When once as young, and free from care, 
A mother breath'd for us her prayer. 

Her mom of life is calm and bright. 
No envious cloud b ling*ring there ; 

And may the noon and eve of life 
Present a scene as richly fair : 

And may those hopes our God hath given. 

Lead her thro* life from earth to heaven. 

Oh ! Thou that know*st our -wand*ringt here, 

We dedicate this babe to thee ; 
Thb tender bud which bears within, 

A spark of immortality : 
And from thy bright and holy place. 
Look on her with a smiling face. 

WlIB. 



TO THE MEMORY OF QUINTIN LEITCU^ ^a(X> 

CREENOC1L 

M>K 4m tbmt gntre, it is no aramioQ «^V 
9rwiUtluu haUowtd place b« won tw«o*.' 
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Ah ! let uo monumental pile be here. 
To court the tribute of a passing tear ; 
lAit but the name, the simple name be shoi 
Aisd *tis enoughto decorate the stoDf*; 
Enough to arrest the thoughtless ]iasser by( 
And bring a tear drop to the gazer's eye. 
AVIien be was carried to that lowly ]>Iacei 
'Twas sad to see the uiouinrr's downcast t 
When he was left beneath tliut siUnt stone; 
kSileiU'o was broke by many a heavy mean ; 
And few descended to the grave's dark bed, 
"With more regret^more blessings on iheir 
"J'was not those feelings sordid bouls im|iai 
jiut the fond language of the human heart 
Ciriev'd that those noble traits which natur 
Should thus so soon be sunk into the grave 
Yes, he who slumbers in the du»t below, 
Was one who keenly felt for others woe ; 
A kinder bosom, or a heart more brave, 
NeVr tempted danger on the stoiiny wave : 
Where long he voyug'd thio' the ungry blasi 
Yet bore tlie seaman's feelings to the last : 
AVarm, genVous, ardent, and in friendMhip 
Nor shunnM the man he when a schoolboy 
No common path of life his steiw pumueil, 
For he was ever where he might do good, 
To make the load of human sulTi ing less, 
1]y giving counsel, or to aid di>tre»s ; 
Y'et calm and modest, he would rather shui 
llie meed of praise his genei'ous deeds had ' 
A judgment clear, a firm and active mind, 
Witli all his many virtues were combim^d ; 
Yet theae, wlilch round his name a lustn; si 
Could not avert a sick and <\>\i\^\)ed, 
I^or trouble came, and tho* Y»e Wnf.rf^Vm 
W'Ai/e tieath his certain aumiwoiw dU v> 
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^o anxious look, no morm'ring word wm there, 
Por he had hopes the righteous only share ; 
\nd as the world grew dim, a beam more bright 
3nrst from that region of unclouded light, 
To guide his spirit to that happy shore 
•Vhere all is peace, and man can vex no more. * 

WUR. 



A HORNING HYMN. ADAM AND EVE. 

Trbsk are Thy glorious worki, Fbrent of good, 

llmighty, thine this universal frame, 

rhus wondrous fair ; thyself how wondrous then ! 

Jnspeakable, who sitt'st above these Heavens 

To us invisible, or dimly seen 

n these thy lowest works ; yet these declare 

fhy goodness beyond thought, and pow'r divine. 

{peak ye who best can tell, ye sons of light, 

Vngels ; for ye behold him, and with songs 

Vnd carol symphonies, day without night, 

Circle his throne rpjoicing ; ye in Heaven, 

>n Earth, join all ye creatures to extol 

iim first, him last, him midst, and without end. 

•"airest of stars, last in tlie train of night. 



« Tbe above lines are due to the memory of this andsble 
Qd highly gifted individual ; he was for six years Magistrate 
f Greenock, and the public works which were pUnned and 
Ktended daring this period, will long remain as a moou- 
tent of his p^ins and industry. Indeed it may be laid, that 
Greenock stands indebted to nim for her principal improve- 
lents. His death, which took place on the SOtn September, 
BB27, was felt as a severe public loss ; and the inhabltanta, 
ot of respect for his memory, shut all their shops during 
tie period that bis body was consisned to lh« duiiCv— '^vmsa 
> Ills memory: for « more benevolent at kVnAci Yi«kA»^V(^ 
r«tffM/ aerer breathed than QulnUn LeiUih.^Yio fiiA%J*«»^ 
tidtt bis usefiilnem, and laldT in that V^aoe ^\i«* tYv«»V^ 
^etmaot,Mad where the weary ixe at teat. 
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If better thuu belong not to the dawn. 
Sure pledge of day, that crofvn'st the smlliDf moni 
AVith thy bright circlet, praise him in thy tpheiVf 
While day arises, that sweet hour of prime. 
Thou Sun, of this great world both eye and soal, 
Acknowledge him thy greater, sound his praise 
In thy oieriial coui'se, both when thou dimb'st. 
And when high noon hast gain'd, and when thou 

fall'st. 
INIuon, that now mect*st the orient sun, now fly'*t 
With thi> Ax*d stuns fi^c'd hi their orb that Aim, 
And ye Ave otiier waud'ring firet that move 
In mystic dunce, not without song, resound 
His praiiff, who out of darlcuess caird up iight 
Air, and ye elements, the eldest birth 
Of Nature'-i womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual cii'cle, multiform, and mix 
And nuurish all things; let your ceaseless cban;' 
Vary to uur great Maker still new praise. 
Ye Mists and Exhalations that now rise 
From hill or steaming lake, dusky or grey. 
Till the sun |iaint your fleecy skirts with gold, 
In honour to the world's great Author rise! 
Whether to dei'k with clouds the unculor'd sky 
Or wet the thirsty earth with falling showers, 
Kising or falling still advance his praise. 
His praise, ye Winds, that from four quarters btoWi 
Breathe soft or loud; and wave your tops, y* 

Pines, 
With every plant in sign of worship wave. 
Fountains, and ye that warble ai ye flow 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tone bis praise. 
Join voices, all ye )\\\u% SimAa \ '^a ^Ste^^ 

TbAt singing up to Hea^rciCa f^ 

hear on your wingi aad \ii -jowx 
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e that ia tbe waters glide, tod ye that walk 
be earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep ; 
Witness if I be silent, morn or even, 
hill or valley, fountain, or firesh shade 
Eade vocal by my song, and taught his praise, 
[all universal Lord ! be bounteous still 
o give us only good ; and if the night 
'ave gather*d aught of evil, or conceal'd, 
disperse it, as now light dispels the dark, 

MiLioir. 



FUNERAL HYMN. 

Yb midnight shades, o'er nature spread! 

Dumb silence of the dreary hour ! 
In honour of th' approaching dead, 
Around your awful terrors pour. 
Yes, pour around 
On this pale ground 
Through all this deep surrounding gloom, 
llie sober thought. 
The tear untaught. 
Those meetest mourners at a tomb. 

Lo ! as the surplic'd train drew near 
To this last mansion of mankind. 
The slow sad bell, the salile brie, 
In holy musing wrapt the mind! 

And while their beam. 

With trembling stream, 
Attending tapers faintly dart ; 

Each moold'ring bone. 

Each scolptur'd stone, 
Strikea muteinstmetion to tba lif«K\ 

Now let the sacred orgsm blo^, 

With aoiemn pause, and loundXn^ Ao'f' » 
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Now Ut thF vain due miMiirc Im 

ill sli'sloa that (igh, mad irordi tfai 

Till nil the Tocat current blrndcd toII 

Nnt tu ilrpreM, but lift, tb( (osripg i 

To lil'l it In the Muker'i praiv, 

Who lirHt informed our frvmr irltb 
Aliil, after aome few iloTiDf days, 
NoiT, ijrarioui, gllf lu o'er to i 
No King uf Feus 
In him npprnn 
Wlio tbula Ifar aivne of bunmn wot*. 
Doimth faifl sbade 
Si'curely liud. 
Tbc dead alone And true repoK. 

Then while we minele duBt with din 
To Une. supremely gnod and wiH 
Kaiv faiillelujaha! God la juit, 
And man moiit bnppy wben he die 

Hi. winter paat, 

I'air spring at but 
Ittrceite) Iiim on ber llow'ry ibore 

Where pleasure's rose 

Immartfll blowt, 



I'o comfort or deplore me ; 
I'ain wakea a puUe in ttaj bontr 

Aad death b cloaini o'tt ma. 

Sim ddib hi* Ufted ttieke Wkf, 

ProtnuUd tortuna teim^nt. 
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I feely tan life has pais'd away,— 
His Tery worm consaming. 

Night qnreads her mantle o*er the sky. 

And all around are sleeping ; 
While I, in tears of agony, 

My restless couch am steeping. 
I ^h for mom, — the rising day 

Awalces the earth to gladness : 
I torn with sickening soul away,-— 

It smiles upon my sadness. 

Ciiri*d be that day, — in tempest wild, — 

When first, with looks delighted, 
My mother smil*d upon her child. 

And felt her pangs requited ! 
Oh ! that, by human eye unseen, 

I might have fled from sorrow ; 
And been as though I had not been,— 

As I would be tO'morrow ! 

The light wave sparkling in the beam. 

That trembles o*er the river, 
A moment shades its quivVing gleam, 

Then shuns the sight for ever : 
So soft a ray can pleasure shed. 

While secret snares surround it ; 
So swift that faithless hope is fled. 

Which wins the heart to wound it ! 

A crown of glory grac*d my brow, 

Whole nations bent before me, 
Princes and hoary sires would bow 

To flatter and adore me : 
To me the widow tum*d for aid, 

And De*er In vain addrwa'd mia *. 
For me the grateful orphan ifflr^V d. 
The aoula of misery b\«tt*d mft. 
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I ruisM the drooping wretch that pinM, — 

In luni'Iy anguish lying; 
\Vu.s balm unto th« wouuded mind. 

And suhic'e to the dying. 
Till one stmi Mroke of all my atate, 

Of all my blissi, beretlt uie ; 
And I wuf« won»e than deaokite, 

]''or God himself had left me. 

Ye, too, as life itself belov'd, 

\\'hen all conNpir'd to bleu me, 
I deem'd ye frieiuU,-— but ye have provM 

The fm'» who moMt oppnnui me. 
I could have borne the slave's rude tconi, 

The wr«><-k of all I cherinh'd : 
Had one, — but one,^remain*d to mourn 

O'er me, when I ttio fterish'd. 

31 y cl'^dion bleep in death's cold nhnde, 

.ind ;i(»u^ht ran now divide them; 
Oh ! would the ^ame wild storm had liiitl 

Their wretched sire beside them ! 
1 had not then been doom'd to see 

The l<»ss of all who hive me ; 
Unbniki-n would my slumbers bei 

Tliough none had wept above me« 

All hope on earth for ever fled, 

A higher hope remaiiietb; 
K'cn while his wrath is o*er me thcd| 

I know my Saviour reignelh. 
The worm niiiy waste this with'ring clay, 

When riesh an<l spirit sever ; 
3I>' soul .shall Ki*e vlerual day. 

And dwell with God Cov «\«t. 
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THE DREAM. 

M a dream of the night I was wafted away 
o the mulrhmds of mist, where the martyrs lay; 
Inhere Cameron's sword and his Bible are seen. 
D^rav'd on the stone where the heather grows 

green. 
Twas • dream of those ages of darkness and blood, 
iilien the minister's home was the mountain and 

wood ; IZioD, 

Then in Wdwood's dark valley the standard of 
11 hloody and torn *mong the heather was lying; 
Twas morning ;— and summer's young sun from 

the east [breast : 

•ay in loving repose on the green mountain's 
>n woodland and cairn-table the clear shining dew 
(listened sheen 'mong the heath bells and moun- 
tain flowers blue ! 
iOd far up in heaven near the white sunny cloud, 
rbe song of the lark was melodious and loud ; 
\Dd in Glenmore's wild solitudes, lengthened and 

deep, 
Vbm the whistling of plovers, and bleating of sheep; 
ind Welwood's sweet valley breath'd music and 

gladness, [redness ; 

Lnd its fresh meadow blooms hung in beauty and 
ts daughters were happy to hail the returning, 
kud drink the delights of a sweet July morning, 
tut there were hearts cherished far other feelings, 
Unm'd by the light of prophetic revealings, 
i^ho drank from the scen'ry of beauty but sorrow, 
^or they knew that their blood would bedew it 

to-morrow. tvi«*ViVw%'» 

Twas the few faithful ones "wYio ^\i!b C%Tii«xis>w 
tmeeaJ'd 'mong the mist, wbere Oie V«%^ iwA 
was crying ; \\ioN[*^^»%'» 

• ibe liojveiiiei] of CarlshaU axouii^ ^^^ ^^'^ 



The hUls irlth the d«ep n 

ringiag. 
The euriew and plover in coi 
But the melody died 'mid de 
At the host of ungodly rushV 
Though in mist and in dai 

were shrouded, 
Tht souls of the righteous 
ITielr dark eyes flash*d lightr 

bending 
They stood liice the rock which 
The muskets were flashing, tl 

gleaming, 
The helmets were cleft, and 

streaming ; 
The heavens grew dark and 
When in Welwood's dark mi 
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Ude swifUy, bright iplrits ! the prize is before je, 
crown nerer Hdlng, a Icingdom of glory ! 

Avoy. 



VERSES 
ppoBed to be written by Alexander Selkirk, during 
r wtUary abode in the Island ofjnan Femamdez» 

I AM monarch of all I sorreyy 

My right there is none to dispute ; 

Vtam the centre all round to the sea, 
I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

solitude ! where are Ihe charms 
That sages have seen in thy face? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms, 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity*s reach, 

I must finish my journey alone ; 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 

I start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts that roam over the plain 

My form with indifference see; 
Tbey are so unacquainted with man. 

Their tameness is shocking to me. 

Society, friendship, and love. 

Divinely bestow *d upon man, 
O had I the wings of a dove. 

How soon would I taste yon again ! 
My sorrows I then might assuage 

In the ways of religion and truth. 
Might learn from the wisdom of age, 

And he cheered by the lalUca ol '^ooAi. 

BtilgioD ! what treaaure untold 
Reaidf in that heaTcnly wOTd\ 
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More precious thmn sih'er and golii, 
Or all that this earth can afford: 

But the sound of the church-goiog bell 
These valleys and rocks never heanly 

Ne'er sigh*d at the sound of a knell. 
Or smird when a sabbath appeared. 

Ye winds, that have made me your sport 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 

Of a land I shall visit no more. 
My friends, do they now and then send 

A wish or a thought after me? 
O tell me I yet have a friend , 

Though a friend I am never to see? 

Ildw fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the speed of its flight. 
The tempest itseJf lags behind. 

And the swift^winged arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land, 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 
But, alas ! recollection, at hand» 

Soon hurries me back to despair. 

But the Hoa-fowl is gone to her neat, 

The l»east is laid down in hit lair: 
E'en here is a season of rest. 

And I to my cabin repair. 
There is mercy in every place. 

And mercy, encouraging thoaght ! 
Gives even affliction a graces 

And reconcilci man to hit loC 

COT 
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A BIRTH DAY THOUGHT. 

Can I, all-gracious Providence ! 

Can I deserve thy care ? 
Ab ! no : I've not the least pretence 

To bounties which I share. 

Have I not been defended still 

From dangers and from death ; 

Been safe presery'd from ev*ry ill 

£*er since thou gay*st me breath ? 

I live once more to see the day 

That brought me first to light ; 

Ob ! teach my willing heart the way 
To take thy mercies right. 

Though dazzling splendour, pomp, and show. 

My fortune has denied ; 
Yet more than grandeur can bestow 

Content hath well supplied. 

No strife has e'er disturb'd my peace. 

No mis'ries have I known ; 
And, that I*m blessM with health and ease 

With humble thanks I own. 

I envy no one's birth or fame, 

Their titles, train, or dress ; 
Nor has my pride e'er stretch*d its aim 

Beyond what I possess. 

I ask and wish, not to appear 

More beauteous, rich, or gay ; 

I^ord, make me wiser er'ry year, 
And better ev'ry day. 
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■ ■ I 

ON A FUTURE STATE. 

'Tis done !— dread Winter spreult his latei 
And reigns tremendoiu o'er the oonquer*^ 
How dead the Tegetable kingdom lies ! 
How dumb the tuneful ! horror wide est 
His desolate domain. Behold, fond man 
See here thy pictur*d life; pass some few 
Thyflow*ringSpring, thy Summer's ardent 
lliy sober Autumn fading into age, 
And pale concluding Winter comes at lasi 
And shuts the scene. Ah ! whither no¥ 
Those dreams of greatness ? those unaolic 
Of happiness? those longings after fame i 
Those restless (*ares, tliose busy bustling i 
Those gay-spent, festive, nights? thoM 

thoughts, '^ 

Ix»t between good and ill, that shar'd thj 
All now are vanish*d ! Virtue sole su^i^ 
Immortal never-failing friend of Man» 
His guide, to happiness on high.— And • 
'Tis come, the glorious morn! the seoood 
Of heaven, and earth ! awak*ning Natur 
The new creating wordf and starts to life. 
In every heighten'd form, from pain and 
For ever free. The great eternal Mcheme^ 
Involving all, and in a perfect whok 
Uniting, as the prospect wider spreada* 
To reason's eye refin*d clears up apace. 
Ye vainly wise ! ye blind presumptuona ! 
Confounded in the dust, adore tliat Fbwc 
And Wisdom, oft arraigii*d : sea now thi 
Why unassuming woTth \ii secret Uv'd, 
^nd dy*d neglected : wYi^ ^!bft ^{(M&'ttaaB 
la life was ^di and biltenMAoi «m^'- 
Why the lone iffVdow.mikd^ws on^uA 
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In ftUnring aolUade; while luxoiy 

In palaces lay atrainiog her low thoiight« 

To form unreal wants ; why heaTen-bom trath. 

And moderation fair, wore the red marks 

Of sapenCition's scourge : why lioens'd pain. 

That emel spoiler, that embosom*d foe, 

Imbitter'd all oar bliss. Ye good distrest ! 

Ye noble few ! who here unbending stand 

Beneath life*s pressure, yet hear up a while. 

And what your bounded view, which only saw 

A little part, deem'd Evil, is no more : 

The storms of Wintry Time will quiokly pass. 

And one unbounded Spring encircle all. 

THOMSOK. 



A CHARACTER. 

NoWy Thith, perform thine office ; wafit aside 
The curtain drawn by Prejudice and FHde, 
Hereal (the man is dead) to wond*ring eyes 
Tliia more than monster, in his proper guise. 
He lor'd the World that hated him : the tear 
TliBt drof^'d upon his Bible was sincere : 
Aaaaird by scandal and the tongue of strife^ 
Hia only answer was a blameless life ; 
And he that forg*d, and he that threw the dart 
Had each a brother's int*rest in his heart. 
Paul's love of Christ, and steadiness unbriVd, 
Were copied close in him, and well transcribed. 
He follow*d Paul ! his zeal a kindred flame, 
His ajKwtolic charity the same. 
Like him, cross*d cheerfully tempestooua 
Forsaking country, kindred, friendSf and 
Zdke him beJabour'd, and like h\m oonUSit 
To bmr it, mffer'd abame wher«'« \m w«iiV. 
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Blush, Calumny ! and write upon his tomb. 
If honest Eulof^ can spare thee room* 
Thy deep repentance of thy thousand Iies> 
Which, alm'd at him, havepierc'd th' offended 
And say, Blot out my sin, confess'd, depIor*d 
Against thine image, hi Uiy taint, O Lord ! 

C9- 



THE GLORY OF GOD. 

We see, with rapt*rous joy, the aun. 
And own its Maker's pow*r ; 

And when its daily course b run. 
His glory still adore : 

For then His countless worldSf^on high. 
The glittering Heaven deck ; 

What myriads praise Him in the sky 
On each resplendent speck ! 

Great, wond'rous, empyreal King I 

We on thy glories gaze, 
Whilst earth, and all her fulnes, sing. 

Unceasingly, thy praise. 

O may I never cease my part 
In that grand song to bear; 

But, grateful, tune my ravishM heart 
When day or night appear. 



HYMN. 



Taou dldat, O n^U^ God I exist 
Bre time Viecau \U tint \ 

Before the «mp\e e\nnciiU 
FiU'd up iJie t«\A e« «^w»-. 
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Before the pond'rons earthly globe 

In fluid air was ttay'd. 
Before the ocean's mighty firings 

Their liquid stores displayM ; 

Ere through the gloom of andent night 

The streaks of light appear*d ; 
Before the high celestial arch, 

Or etarry poles were rear*d : 

Before the loud melodioos ejiheres 

Their tnnelul roond began ; 
Before the shining roads oiF heav'n 

Were measor'd by the son : 

£re through the empyrean courts 

One halleli;\}ah rung ; 
Or to their harps the sons of light 

Ecstatic anthems sung : 

Ere men ador'd, or angels knew, 
Or prais*d thy wond'roos name ; 

Thy bliss, O sacred spring of life ! 
Thy glory, was the same. 

And when the pillars of the world 

With sudden ruin break. 
And all this vast and goodly frame 

Sinks in ths mighty wreck ; 

When from her orb the moon shall start, 
Th* astonished sun roll back, • 

And all the trembling starry lamps 
Their ancient course Ibraake ; 

For ever permanent and fix*d. 

From agitation fne^ 
Uncbang'd in ererlasting years. 
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FSALH CXXII. 

The festal Mom, my God, is oonM, 
That calls mc to thy honoor'd Dome 

Thy presenco to adore : 
My feet the summons shall attend, 
With willing steps thy Courts ascead, 

And tread the hallo fr*d floor. 

Kv^n now to our transported eyes 
Fair SioH$ tow'rs in prospect rise ; 

Within her gates we stand. 
And, lost in wonder and delight. 
Behold her happy Stms unite 

In friendship's firmest baud. 

IlithiT from JudaKg utmost end 
The Heav*n-protected Tribes ascend ; 

Their off 'rings hither bring : 
Here, eager to attest their joy. 
In hymns of praise their tongues employ. 

And hail th* Immortal King. 

S^ his Command impell'd, to Her 
Contending Crowds their cause refer : 

While Princes, from her Throne, 
With equal doom, th* unerring Law 
Dispense, who boast their birth to draw 

From JeMtef faTonr*d Sod. 

Be Peace by Each implored on tbeet 
O Salem, while with bended knee 

To Jacob* 8 God we pray; 
How blest, who calls himself thy FViend! 
Stacoess his labour shall attend* 

And safety ^nas^YAa ww|. 

O may*8i thou, it<iafcqm \ i w> S W % » ^ 
Nor the loud vom rf twB»^^a««» 
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Nor war*8 wild wastes deplore : 
May plenty nigh thee take her stand. 
And in thy courts with lavish hand 

Distribute all her store. 

Seat of my Friends and Brethren, hail ! 
How can my tongue, O Salentf fail 

To bless thy loT^d abode ? 
How cease the zeal that in me glows 
Thy good to seek, whose walls inclose 

The mansion of my God ? 

MUftlCK. 



HYMN. 

BiHOLD ! the mountain of the Lord 

In latter days shall rise, 
AboTe the mountains and the hills. 

And draw the wond'ring eyes. 

To this the joyful nation round. 
All tribes and tongues, shall flow; 

Up to the hill of God, they'll say. 
And to his house we*ll go. 

The beam that shines on Zlon Hill 

Shall lighten ev'ry land ; 
The King who reigns in Zion Towers 

^all all the world command. 

No strife shall vex Messiah's reign 

Or mar the peaceful years. 
To ploughshares soon they beat their swordf, 

To pruning-hooka their spears. 

No longer hosts encount'ring boate> 

Tbe/r milliona slain deplore ; 
TTiejr bang the trumpet ia the baXV^ 
And ftudy war oo more. 
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Come then — O omne from cT*rj land, 

Tu worship at his shrine ; 
And, walking in the light of God, 

With holy beauties shine. 

LOGAS 



MARTYB& 

Patriots have toirdf and in their country's cau» 
Hied nobly ; and their deeds, as they deserve, 
lleevive proud recompense. We give In chaige 
Their names to the sweet lyre, lli* historic miv 
I'roud of the treasure, marches with it down 
To latest times; and Sculpture, in her torn, 
GiveM liond in stone and ever-during bnui 
To Kuard thnm, and t* immortalize her troat. 
Itut fairer wreaths are due, though nevtf paid, 
To thoais who, posted at the shrine of Tmtht 
Have fall'n in her defence. A patriot's bloodi 
Well siN^nt in such a strife, may earn Indeed* 
And for a time ensure, to his 1ov*d land 
The Nwcets of liberty and equal laws; 
Dut mart>Ts struggle for a brighter prbe. 
And win it with more pain. Their blood is sh« 
In rontirmation of the noblest chiiro. 
Our claim to feed upon immortal trulhy 
To walk with God, to be divinely free. 
To soar, and to anticipate the skies. 
Yet few remember them. They UtM inikiiowi 
Till Persecution dragg'd them into fkau^ 
And chasNi them up to Heav'n. Thdr MheiAi 
— No marble taUi na ^^Vtber. WUh 
No bard cmbaLxnBaAd«lMA^M>|^»' 
Anil history, «o wsna oia ''■'^*^ 
Tf cold on this. She 
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The tynimy, that doom*d them to the fire. 
But gives the glorious sufTrers little praise. 

cowna. 



THE CONTRITION OF PETEB. 

HiTHia he came, and falling on hit kneety 
Like the* humble publican smote on his breast. 
And this confession self-accusing made. 

Here let me fall and in repentant tears 
Weep out my soul upon these pit'less stones. 
Made sacred by His steps, whose awful name 
Thrice blasphemed, thrice abjur*d, I dare not ipfulri 
Though in my supplication. Can I say. 
Spare me, O God of mercy ? Can I ask 
IVirdon of God, unpardon*d of myself? 
Oh ! wretched recreant creature as I am, 
What shall redeem me from this misery. 
And reconcile my conscience to itself, 
A peijur'd conscience ? Never more can peace 
Dwell in this bosom ; never can my soul 
Ascend out of the dust, or lift a thought 
[n hope towards heav'n. With Judas let me 
Colleague in treason ; with his sin my sin [dwell, 
[n th* ezecretion of all time be linked. 
Or shall I venture to look up and say, 
God, behold a wretch, who dares not sue 
Foe mercy but for mitigated wrath, 
Por punishment proportion 'd to my bearing, 
EVotracted, not too sudden, lest it take 
tf y senses from me and with them all power 
3f meditation, penance and atonement ? 
ipare me a little to abhor myself; 
ind if the arrow, which my consd^TiG)^ ^^^t* 
nto this gailty heart, draws not enouf^ 
fJtt rile blood to purify what* a Utt, 



A. 



Sane foe to hfi uprifflit 

Flncb oat hla it^Omi 

virtue engtLgts hh aase) 

But Pleasure wins ]j 

*Tia here the folly of th 

Through aU his art ^ 

And, while his tongue i 

«i« conscience owns 

Bound on a voyage ef a 

And dangers little kn 
A stranger to superior si 

Man Tainly trusts his 
But oars alone can ne'er 

ro reach the distant c 
The breath of Heav'n m 

Or all the toil ia hmt. 
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« Splendid yictim of the toils of state. 
>\ in the mantling bowl sweet poisons flow ; 
iTe*s soAest pleasures terminate in woe: 
ren learning ends her vast career in doubt, 
id puzzling on makes nothing clearly out : 
here then is sov*reign bliss ? Where doth it grow 
aowy mortal ! happiness ne*er dwelt below, 
lok towards Heav'n, be Heav*n thy only care; 
om the vile earth— go seek thy treasure there ; 
▼irtuous course, and Heav'n slone you'll find, 
in fill a boundless and immortal mind. 

MONTULT MA6AZIMZ. 



HYMN. 

MutabilUy of the Creation; imrmdabUity of God, 

GazAT Former of this various frame ! 
Our souls adore thine awful name ! 
And bow and tremble, while they praise 
The Ancient of eternal days. 

Thou, Lord, with uosurpris'd survey, 
Saw*st nature rising yesterday ; 
And, as to-morrow, shall thine eye 
See earth aud stars in ruin He. 

Beyond an angel's vision bright, 
Thou dwell'st in self-existent light, 
Which shines, with undiminish'd ray/ 
While suns and worlds in smoke decay. 

Our days a transient period run, 
And change with evVy circling -fun; 
And, in the firmest state we boatt^ 
A moth can crush ui into dnsifU 

But, let the creatures fa\\ «rao&^> 
Let death consign os to tkut i;ro>asi^« 



THK nmuxr of has-b bWhjb 

Her tender n**""/'^ ,jd,out » M 
Nor touches »" *•"• '"7 ' brina b«ck 
The world-, '"fectiou.^.^ *" m«^ 
Immaculate the mumer. •♦ »*r ', 
8«„etMng we thought, b ^^'^i 
I, Aaken ; we renounc d, retui^ H» 
E«:h «il»tatlon may *««• '» »«" ^^ 
Unthought before, or fix • **"!L^ 

^iKo7ot;n^e*!:.2u«^«^ 

In fame and di»lpatloD, V";^*; 
And leaye. the tawat unguarded to tto 
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From blood of righteous Abel to the biDod 
Of Zechariah, whom your iBthen tton'd 
Betwixt the altar and the bouae of Ood. 
Ye have enough ; the mark is on your raee ; 
Ye hare drawn down the jndgmeBt ye pfovok'dy 
It rests upon you : Yet for you no rest. 
No station, no abiding-place is found. 
Strangers and weary wand'rers upon earth, 
If in the dust of your Jemsalem 
With foot proserib'd ye dare to tread, ye die; 
A savage race usurps your sacred mount. 
And Jordan echoes an unhallow'd name ; 
Should ye but stop to shed a filial tear 
Upon the soil where your forefathers sleep, 
Woe to the circumcis'd that so is found ! 
Oh ! slow (rf heart, when will ye understand. 
That thus afflicted, scatterM, and dispersM 
Through every clime and kingdom of the world 
Ye are sent forth to publish, as ye pass. 
How truly Cbkist predicted of your fate ; 
And though your lips deny, your suflTrings prove 
That prophet Jksus, whom your fathers slew. 
Was Saviour, Christ, Messias, Son of God. 

CUMBBELAKI). 



A DREAM. 

Well may deep present us fictions. 
Since our waking moments teem 
With such fanciful convictions 
As make life itself a dream. — 
Half our daylight fiUth *s a fabl«\ 
Sleep disportB with ahadowa too. 
Seeming In their turn aa staiVAe 
Am the world we wake to 't\*w. 



"owi, iii..„ ""•' 
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(I 



Tfpn not this/* I said, " fair Spirit f 
That my death-hour is to come ? 
Say, what days shall I inherit ? — 
Tell my soul their sum. 
*' No,** he said, ** yon phantom's aspect, 
Trust me, would appal thee worse. 
Held in clearly measur'd prospect :-» 
Ask not for a curse! 
Make not, for I oTerhear 
Thine unspoken thoughts as dear 
As thy mortal ear could catch 
The close-brought tickings of a watch— 
Make not the untold request 
lliat *s now revolving in thy breast. 

" *TIs to live again, remsasnring 

Youth's years, like a scene rehears'd, 

In thy second life-time treasuring 

Knowledge from the first. 

Hast thou felt, poor self-deoeiver ! 

Life'e career so void of pain. 

As to wish its fitful fever 

New begun again ? 

Could experience, ten times thine, 

IVin from Being disentwine — 

Threads by fate together spun ? 

Could thy flight heaven's lightning shun ? 

No, nor could thy foresight's glance 

'Scape the myriad shafts of chance. 

" Would'st thou bear again Love's tnmblc 

Friendship's death-distever'd ties ; 

Toll to grasp or miss the bubble 

Of Ambition's prize? 

Say thy life's new-guided action 

Flow'd from Virtues htlkctait i^f A n iy 



( 



Il^l" 



THE BACH£D LYRE. 

Still would Eovy and DetracUoO 

Diniblc not their Mlngt? 

Worth ibwir u but a ch*rt«r 

To be mankind'! diiitlnguiAh'd mart 

— I caught the moral, and cried. Hi 

Spirit! let lu Dnvard nil 

Envying, feariug, hatiug mme. 

Guardian Spirit, itceruu an!' 



A( the tall care boiv to tbe lunbarot n«i 

Lire'i Joys ciicountdr Time's advandni 
Ai mingled shapea fluat o'er thg fever'd i 

bur forluticg glide ;— mare varied, anil 
Yet better far tlip gale thnt stin the «nil 

Than calniii, lian-vver lovely,— that de 
Tn atriie iritb element!!, nhnse dull mm 

Flatten our lazy pride, but to bctniy i 
llut beat,— the heart which build* iU lof 

Among the •(an ; — and, in the hand n 
ronlideg ita treaaures (ill the day urdnii 

Nor fears Life's hillowi, irhemoe'er 'i 
HU love cbrrn ev'n the loaai'-huiue of al 
^Vbnsoolb'dlbe alorm, and staid ibeburn 



1^ "-^ 



uphold (be moon! — whoae boiTtoly aleb; 

Turns itbvcs and cloudi to ailver. Anil 

Ii ii tbe gloriuu) firmament, which of 

empyrean faannooy, — 

i* MaiiBr'a hands, man fit 

Amid tbe sinleie unWene. T\w sold^— 

Une gold now U dim V '^W.^ "< 

Ulbn tfaougb he Vs. (mU V>1^i* ' 
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jch scene as tbis ; or stand as I do noir 
Mid proofs of love which evermore endures,— 

or tell this false frail world, he ne'er shall bow 
To its vain threats, or court its Yainer lores: 

las ! too seldom, ev'n the purest soul 

^ith pow'r to soom, and spring from its oontroL 

PARK. 



STANZA& 

Oh ! brightly glides the silent stream. 
Along the air no breeze is flowing ; 
Serenely shines the young moonbeam. 
And all the eastern stars are glowing. 
No liTing leaTs among the trees. 
Save on the aspin's lightest bough ; 
The northern lights are o*er the seas, — 
The mist sits on the dim hill's brow,*- 

And all is calm, but thee my Soul 

Oh ! all is calm but thee ! 

The birds have sung themselves to sleep ; 
Nor ev'n the forest owls are hooting : 
While oft, along night's shadowy steep, 
With silent glance the stars are shooting. 
And sleep is in the city's bounds. 
As well as on the dusky hill» 
The curfew's voice no longer sounds,-— 
The hum of multitudes is stillf — 

And all at rest, but thee my Soul, 

Oh! all at rest but thee! 

Yet not far distant is the dime 

Where this bright frame of things must sever, jj 

And the disorder'd stream of Time I 

Leap o'er its bound, and bxt^k te «h«c . ^ 



RACHEZ* 

I will not weep, my boy, for thee,*^ 
Though thou wert all the world to me ! 
I wuuld not wish thee wak*d again, 
To strive, like me, with want and pun. 
I will but close that still bright eye, 
And kiss that brow so pale and high. 
And those pure lips, whose tones divine 
Caught their first words, first pray*rs fmo 
And fold thee to this bosom lone, 
Whir.h thou hast left as cold*s thine own, 
And thus, implore the God who takes,— 
To help the heart thine absence breaks ! 
My boy, — ^my boy,— this darkenM earti 

Shall never more to me seem fair ; 
And I. shall stand, 'mid all its mirth, 

IJke something which should not be 

^'ot 'twas to heav*n thy soul was borne 
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Tfaat deathlen anile, which whitpen mt 
He died in peMt and Joy with Thee ! 
My boy,— my boy,— mstaining Fow'r | 

Thy tinkinf Mother well may enif«y 
F«ir weloome shall be that blest hour, 

Which sees her share thy lonely graTe! 

PAaK. 



STANZAS TO^ 



rhe world's forgotten while I gaxe on thee. 
A.nd, sweet as echoes from a lonely sbeirsy 
rhy pensive accents redder back to ma. 
Peelings of bliss I deem*d for ever o*er. 

On thee the broken hearted too might gaie, 
And half forget that e'er they wish'd to die; 
Nor sin itfelf,— from Earth could e*er erase 
Ml £den,— while thy pure soul lit that eye. 

Pore as the dew, absorb'd in heaven's light. 
Ere yet It mingles in the darker show'r,— 
Iliat soul contrasts my own to deeper night, 
And maikes me but an ln£uit In thy pow'r. 



Thy bloom is deathless. Neither time nor woe 
Shall see thy Soul's nndouded beauty flit; 
Nor age can ever dim those eyes, whose glow 
Comes from a shrine which God himself hath lit ! 

rASK. 



THE MYSTERY OF A FUTURJ& STATE, NO AROU- 
MENT AGAINST IT. 



Still seems it strange, that thoa shonldit live for 

ever? 
Is it less straoge, that thoa iltf>\]i\AiX\^^« ix liS^?. 
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Thia is a miracle ; and that no more. 
Who gave b^inning, can exclude an end ; 
Deny thou art, then, doubt if thou ahalt be. 
A miracle, with miracles indos'd, 
Is man ! and starts his fidth at what is strange? 
What less than wonders from the Wonderful ? 
What less than miracles from God can flow? 
Admit a God that mystery supreme ! 
That cause uncaus*d ! all other wonders cease ; 
Nothing is marvellous for him to do : 
Deny him—all is mystery besides. 
We nothing know, but what is marrellous : 
Yet what is marrellous, we can't believe. 
So weak our reason, and so great our God, 
What most surprise* in the sacred page. 
Or full as strange, or stranger, must be true. 
Faith is not reason's labor, but repose. 



TflE CONTEMPLATIST: NIGHT PIECE. 

The Queen of Contemplation, Night, 

Begins her balmy reign ; 
Advancing in their varied light 

Her silver-vested train. 

*Tis strange, the many marshall'd stars 
That ride yon sacred round, 

Should keep, among their rapid cars^ 
A silence so profound! 

A kind, a philosophic calm 

The cool creation wears ! 
Aod what day dTvaV ol ^«w| Valm^ 

Tlu gentle 1^\%Vi\ x«^s&x%« 
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Behind their leafy curtains hid, 

The feather'd race how still ! 
How quiet now the gamesome kid 

That gambol'd round the hill ! 

The sweets, that, bending o*er their banks, 

From sultry Day decUn'dy 
Reriye in little Telyet ranks, 

And seent the western wind. 

TTie Moon, preceded by the breeze 

That bade the clouds retire. 
Appears among the tufted trees, 

A Fhcenix' nest on fire. 

But soft — ^the golden glow subsides ! 

Her chariot mounts on high ! 
And now, in silyer*d pomp she rides 

F^e regent of the sky ! 

Where Time upon the wither*d tree 

Hath canr*d the moral chair, 
I rit from busy passions free. 

And breathe the placid air. 

TTie wither*d tree was once in prime; 

Its branches brav'd the sky! 
Thus, at the touch of ruthless Time, 

Shall Youth and Vigour die. 

I'm lifted to the blue expanse: 

It glows serenely gay ! 
Come, Science, by my side adranee, 

We*U search the Milky Way. 

Let us descend"— The during flight 

Fatigues my feeble mind : 
And science, in the maze of light, 

Is impotent and blind. 
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What are those wild^ thoee wandering, fin*!*, 

That o*er the moorland ran? 
Vapours.— How like the Tague desires 

That cheat the heart of man ! 

But there's a friendly guide !— a flame, 

That, lambent o*er its hed, 
Enlivens, with a gladsome beam, 

Tlie hermit's osier shed. 

Among the russet shades of night. 

It glances from afar ! 
And darts along the dusk; so bright, 

It seems a sliver star ! 

In coverts (where the few frequent) 

If Virtue deigns to dwell, 
*Tis thus the little lamp, Content, 

Gives lustre to her cell. 

How smooth that rapid river slides 

Progressive to the deep ! 
The poppies, pendent o'er its sides. 

Have charm'd the waves to sleep. 

Pleasure's intoxicated sons; 

Te indolent ! ye gay ! 
Reflect— for as the river runs. 

Life wings its trackless way. 

That branching grove of dusky green 

Conceals the azure sky ; 
Save where a starry space between 

Relieves the darken'd eye. 

Old Error, thxia, with shades impnn 

Thro^rs tncrvi Tx^'Ckk >MdD&isA\ 
Yet, aomcdmca, OnooiJii ^C^ <Mife 
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Sleep, and her sister Silence reign, 

lliey lock the shepherd's fold ! 
But hark — I hear a lamb complain, 

*Tis lost upon the wold! 

To savage herds, that hunt for prey, 

An unresisting prize! 
For, having trod a devious way. 

The little rambler dies. 

As luckless is the Virgin's lot. 

Whom pleasure once misguides : 
When hurried from the halcyon cot, 

Where Innocence presid< 



The passions, a relentless train! 

To Uar the victim, run : 
She seeks the paths of peace in vain. 

Is oonquer*d — and undone. 

How bright the little insects blaze. 
Where willows shade the way ; 

As proud as if their painted rays 
Could emulate the day! 

*Tis thus the pigmy sons of pow'r 
Advance their vain parade ! 

Thus glitter in the darkened hour. 
And like the glow-worms fade ! 

The soft serenity of night 

Ungentle clouds deform ! 
The silver host that shone so bright. 

Is hid behind a storm ! 

The angry elements engage! 
An oak (an ivied bower >^ 
Repela the rough wind's no\sy 'niiK^ 
And shields me from the iSbo^vc* 



I 
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Thp rancour, thiu, of riuhing fieite 

I've learnt to render vain : 
For. whilst Integrity** b«r seat, 

The foul will sit serene. 

A raveni from some greedy vault. 

Amidst that cloister*d gloom, 
Bids me, and 'tis a solemn tbooght ! 

Iledect upon the tomb. 

The tomb !— The consecrated dome ! 

The temple rais'd to Peace ! 
The i»ort, that to its friendly borne 

Com])el8 the human race ! 

Yon village, to the moral mind, 

A solemn aspect wears; 
Where sleep hath lulPd the labor*d hUid, 

And kilVd his daily cares : 

'Ti8 but the church^yard of the Night; 

An emblenciatic bed ! 
That offers to the mental tight 

Tlie temporary dead. , H 

From hence, I'll penetrate in thought 

The grave's unmeasured deep; 
And tutor'd hence, be tfmely taught u 

To meet my final sleef. 

'Tis peacc^(the little chaos past!) 

The graceful moon restor'd ! 
A breeze succeeds the frightful blast. 

That through the forest roar*d! 

The Nightingale, a welcome guest ! 

Kenews her g^tle sftnhia-, 
ii nd H o|ie (juat wan^^ tVii^ Ixva tK^ >imrf\ 
Her wonted seat TCfpSLua. 
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Y«— When jron lucid orb is dark. 

And darting from on high ; 
My soul, a more celestial spark, 

ShaU keep her native sky. 

Fann*d by the light, the lenient breeze, 

My limbs refreshment find ; 
And moral rhapsodies, like these, 

Gives vigour to the mind. 

CUMNIVCnAM. 



EPITAPH ON D. S. THOBISON. 

** A bright to-morrow 
May be never thine. " 

hink not though health is bounding in thy vein, 
bat health, and youth for ever veill remain ; 
or let the sparkle of a smiling eye, 
<eceive a heart which only beats to die ; 
hy friend was young, and bade as fair to live, 
1th all the pleasing dreams which fancy give ; 
is mom of life was bright, and hope was there, 
Ith joys in prospect he should never share ; 
nd who could think to see his opening bloom, 
liat these would soon be withered in the tomb ; 
e smilM to-day — to-morrow sickness came, 
od quench*d at once poor life's deceitful flame ; 
ad ye who live, perhaps may fall as soon, 
ly Sun, alas, be darkened ere the nomiv. ; 
nd the long grass which to the night w(nds wave 
ay be ere long the covering of thy grave ; 
lis mournful lesson speaks, and speaks aloud, 
ir thy young friend now slumbers in hiaaViTcp^^S 
id nought alas, can animate Vk\a t^^, 
r ibe hud thunders of % ^vA^gakfSDX ^^f* 



-'W^W 



i-ue silent sky gleams wi 
With all its glorious hi 

It is the hour whose thoi 
Bend?j down my h«»art 

O'.T life's long tnuk, wh 
I set- the lalse, and mo 

I too, have !,ecn tin- alter 
I to(», have \vorshij)p*d 

i too have sprung, m hen 
i o claim the sceptie\s } 

And nrrt not Thou my ] 
God ol" my trust, 1 too 

The dream is past ;— it eo 
And kindly hast thou rl 

To u-ean my heart from v 
And fix its wav'ring fai 
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I win not ahrinkf tiio* they may linky 
If Tboo wilt apare id« but thy lore ! 



rain'st the etorm, thoa feed*st the worm, 
wfirlds were thy almighty plaD,'^ 
Tboa giT*8t that sky each bcanteoiu dye^-* 
Bat what outgoes thy grace to mao ? 

All love were faint which words can paint ;-» 
-»The 8ire*s who blest me on his knee, 

—The b r o as t *8 that first my frail form nont, 
Compar*d with His who died for me ! 



rxBK. 



STANZA& 

"Blettdaysofyoutb, 
Ye nerer can return.** 

Tb fid to think, there was a time, 
The heart was not so sear*d as now, 

WhtBD eren the very dread of crime. 
Would bring a cloud upon the brow. 

Its sad to think those days are gone. 
And with them many a dream of bliss ; 

\nA hopes which then in prospect shone. 
Have ftded nor e'er whisper'd this. 

Should that those hours were mine again, 
I*d leave ambition's fondest schemes ; 

\nd count her richest treasures vain. 
For one short glance of childhoods drcamito 

rbe bird that leaves a sunny isle, 

GsD thither Hy when storms ax\aa\ 
h^ mh! tho' infant momenta m^Ae« 
Haagbt can recall their penoefiiV. a^riwi 



AW iivue word was fi 
f But sorrow with its nn 

• Till nought of youth 

The eye ^rew dim whit 
I We smile hut ah ! 'tij 

And the' at times the h 
How soon 'tis cloude( 

At niorn some fix'd rcso 
'Tia broke l»el'ore the 

And night comes only t< 
The Meeting joys we t 

Thus day by day life hn 
iiy hope and fancy sti 

And friends are falling o 

Who were our playma 

Oh ! I couhl weej» a-* oft 
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THKRK 18 A TEAR THAT FALLS UK8EEN. 

There ia a tear that falls unseeD, 

Nor leeks the downcast eye ; 
And from its dark and cheerleas bed, 

Aaoends the freqaent sigh. 

Like drops within some hidden care, 

That wastes the rocks away ; 
It falls within the bosom's core, 

And makes the heart decay. 

Its Tictim too may seem to smile, 

Forgetful of its woe, 
While life is running fkst to waste, 
* Till all has ceased to flow. 

nie tear hath wasted many a heart. 

Ere youth had seen its prime ; 
WUIe on life's sea by sorrow tost, 

Thtj seem*d the wrecks of time. 

This tear hath blighted beauty's cheek, 

So full of health and bloom ; 
For lore which promised fair grew fake. 

And gare her to the tomb. 

This tear hath broke a mother's heart 

When thinking on her child. 
Ere death stepped in, and its soft eye 

So full of kindness smil'd. 

This tear hath seen the exile pine. 

Upon a lonely shore ; 
lUl hoi»e forsook his h<nneward dreamt. 

And life's pulse beat no more. 

nUt tmr hath seen the capti^a {i3iV« 
Bmide hia long from dimVn \ 
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Tho' he undaunted braved the fight. 
And charged amidst the alain. 

This tear like that inaidiout wonn, 

Which gnaws the giant oak, 
Hath lerell'd many a noble heart. 

And many a heart<4tring broke. 

This tear ne*er courts the busy crowd, 

With sympathy to feel ; 
Nor bids its victim seek those soenei. 

Where joy Is wont to heaL 

Yet, there is one who feels our pain. 

Whose hand can send relief. 
Who tho* this world may yield no Joy 

Can mitigate our grief. 

And oh ! should sorrows path be mine. 
That path which Jesus trod ; 

May the weak heart grow strong in faith, 
And soar unto its God. 

And full of hope, and Joy, and bliss, 

I\Iay I firom earth arise. 
When death has set the spirit free. 

And wing*d it to the skies. 



I 



A PRAYER. 
UmtUr the pnaure tf vioUmi 

O Thou Great Bdng! wkalllwaarl 

Surpaawa mata^sonw. 
Yet aiura I icm»aiii%»lma««>^ 

An dl thy woAa W««< 
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Thy crtatnre here before thee ttandiy 

All wretched aod dUtrett ; 
Bat tore thoee ills that wring my tool 

Obey tby high behest. 

Sure thou. Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
O, free my weary eyes from tears. 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be, 

To suit some wise design ; 
Then man my soul with firm resolTOt 

To bear, and not repine ! 

amiKs. 



FAITH. 



pArra bids the soul ascend on high. 

And opens up the gate of bliss; 
Her restless wing explores the slcy. 

And wafts its tidings back to us. 
She spealcs]of joys the blessed know. 

And tells of scenes divinely Aiir 
Where streams of gladness erer flow, 

And bids us look with wonder there. 

Our friends may fill an early grave. 

Our every hope in life be lost ; 
And 'midst the storm the rising w»v« 

May see our bark *midst breakers tost 
Bat Faith can gild the dreary tomb. 

Where early friends la iS^UMft Aw^% 
And her bright aroh cmh T«*UiuiB!% 
Tbu shore beyond tk* «Wfai!AB« ^Mt* | 
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Fuith speaks of myriads round the throor. 

Who once were suiTrers here below ; 
And shows the path which led them on 

To glory from a scene of woe. 
She speaks of one whom boHts adore. — 

Whom Angels worship in the sky ; 
* Tis to the Lamb for evermore 

Who once for guilty man did die. 

Faith, saving faith worlds cannot chain. 

To earth's ignoble low abode ; 
And pleasure's voice allures in vain 

To keep her from the throne of God. 
Her chariot is the lightning's wing, 

The ]VIartyr*s cup her brightest prize ; 
And death, tho* cruel, will but bring 

Faith to full vision in the skies. 

will' 



THE LORD'S PRAYER IMITATEtX 

Father of all ! Eternal mind ! 

Immensely good and great ! 
Thy children, form'd and blest by thee, 

Approach thy heav*nly seat. 

Thy name in hallowM strains be sung! 

We Join the solemn praise : 
To thy great name, with heart and tongM, 

Our cheerful homage raise. 

lily mild, thy wise, and toT^reign rtigBi 

Let erery being ottn*. 
And in our mlnda, ih^ ^oi^Qik^Mik 

Erect thy grMkoom Oknhm* 
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As aogeb, in the hearenlj worlds, 

Thy blessM commands fulfill. 
So may thy creatures here below 

Perform thy holy will. 

On thee we, day by day, depend ; 

Our daily wants supply ; 
With truth and virtue feed oar souls, 

That they may never die. 

Extend thy grace to every fiuilt ; 

Oh ! let thy love forgive ; 
Teadi us divine forgiveness too, 

Nor let resentments live. 

Where tempting snares bestrew the way. 

Permit us not to tread ; 
Avert the threat*ning evil far 

From our unguarded head. 

Thy sacred name we would adore, 

With humble joyful mind ; 
And praise thy goodness, power, and truth, 

Eternal, unconfin'd! 

Axoy. 



FARENT& 

CEjtodus%x.Vi.J' 

Thi voice of nature, yea, the voice of God, 

Commands to honour those that gave at hirthy— 

Even her, from whose supporting bosom flowed 
By fiur the sweetest streank tJhaX fL«ii% <sDL^90ifQ^\ 
Wbote tongue of klndnesa nsvfs Vxisw % ^ms^ 

OfMootbing words that coiiid <mx tC^^ %2^ »1^ 
Eren him who lUtMMd tA vox ^^fcmMd&B^'"^ 

1.2 



Its reelings with our own c 

Our lips may 8j>eak their ar 

That hurries heedlessly and w 

Our hpRrt.s, to lonely n^'ony 

L»I;«y throb without relief — tor 

('omes li-om the inould'rint; L 

grave- bed lie. 

And then we pause to think — 
Or' deeds that wrunjj u parei 

And oh ! could we but open d 
And lead them back into th 
Oh I but once more to see tl 

Once more to hear their voice !- 
Across our fancy, and expin 

We wish ourselves away— awi 

To weep upon their breast and 

KNO: 
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The fUiUi preee^ which he gtre 
Bacams \t*u author welL 

** Blest is the man, whose 8oft*iiinf heart 

Feels all another's pain ; 
To whom the supplicating eye 

Was nerer rais*d in Tain. 

** Whose breast expands, with generous warmth 

A stranger's woes to feel ; 
And bleeds in pity o*er the wound 

He wants the power to heal. 

** He spreads his Icind supporting armsy . 

To every child of grief; 
His secret bounty largely flows* 

And brings unaslc'd relief. 

** To gentle offices of love 

His feet are never slow ; 
He views, thro* mercy's melting eye, , 

A brother in a foe, 

" Psaoe from the bosom of his God 

My peace to him I give ; 
And, when he kneels before the throne. 

His trembling soul shall live. 

'< To him protection shall be shewn ! 

And mercy from al>ove 
Descend on those who thus fulfill 

The perfect law of love.*' 

BAlLBAULD. 



AURORA BUREAUS. 



CaiLD of the nortbt wHose v\v\^>&!^\« 
All playfully illamea \\i« ttVy \ 



They see in thee the i 
The fleets that sail 

AndapfAkofdeedsui 

ReveaJ'd in signs aJ 

iet 'midst the blue in 

Rogardim of tho ti 

J'»y nightly niaivh is 

Af< when cii-ation's 

"o«r harmless are thoj 

% inghx along the i, 

iieflected to a world bel 

yyhich mourns the n 

iet I remember still th 

^Vhich childhood felt 

^^'hon told by some ,,ro, 

ihe bloody stcDos wh 
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STANZAS, 



How qoicklj 'moDgst the dying embcrty 
When each soft concussion comes. 

The sudden change at once dismemben» 
Tow*rs and temples^ groves and domes ! 

And on the dim and dutkj wall, 

Swift flick'ring shapes the muser sees. 

And bears wild voices rise and fall, 
Amid the meanings of the breeze ! 

So life is fated. Youth increases 

Tow*rs of Hope Against tmths of woe, 

Until his early spring-time ceases, 
And like frost-work down they go! 

Then fearful shapes around him stray. 
Which chance no dawn can e*er dispell. 

And fears oppose his future way, 
Which heaT*nly grace alone can qoell. 



THE CURSE OF CAIN. 
(Gen. iv. 15 and 16, J 

O THK wrath of the Lord is a terrible thing ! 
Like the tempest that withers the bkwaoma of 

spring, 
Like the thonder that bursts on the summer's do- 
It fell on the head of the homicide Cain. [mftin, 

And lo ! like a deer in the fright of the chMa« 
With a Ara in his heart, and a bTaA^ oA^fia^^ifi^-t 
He tpeeda blm afar to the AtmstX ot ^o^i— 
A wagMbond amote by the f eof^tMicA ^i O^^ 



i 



And the tears of a mc 
And th«. kiMofhwct 

riaine, 
^Vht-n he thinks of th. 

"aiue. 

And the wife of his be 
V'" 'nix no street dro 
f;"- hov tender caress, 
«uf stir in his soul th 

And his or ring may i 

ven ; 
And his spirit may pra 
And his 4rnive may h,. . 
« ' "'e ivratJi of the Lo, 
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Toar Maker's wond'roiu power procUim : 
Tell how he form'd your shioiDg frame» 
And breathed the fluid air. 

Ta angelS) catch the thrilling soand ! 
While all th* adoring thrones around 

His lN>undle8e mercy sing : 
Let er'ry listening saint abore, 
Wake all the tuneful soul of love, 

And touch the sweetest string. 

Join, ye loud spheres, the vocal cboir ; 
Thou dazzling orb of liquid fire^ 

The mighty chorus aid ; 
Soon as grey evening gilds the plain. 
Thou, moon, protract the melting vtraio, 

And praise him in the shade. 

Thou heav*n of heav*ns, fafs vast abode* 
Te clouds, proclaim your forming God, 

Who call*d yon worlds from night : 
« Te shades, dispell !"^th' Eternal said : 
At once th* involving darkness fled. 

And nature sprung to light. 

Whate*er a blooming world contains, 
That wings the air, that skims the plains, 

United praise bestow : 
Ye dragons, sound his awful name 
To heav*n aloud ; and roar acclaim, 

Ye swelling deeps below. 

Let every element r^oiee ; 
Ye tbnoden, burst with «w(ui NoXsir 
To him who bids yoa ro\i \ 
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His praise in softer notes declare. 
Each whispering hreeze of yielding air, 
And breathe it to the soul. 

To him, je graceful cedars, bow ; 
Ye tow'ring mountains, bending low, 

Your great Creator own ; 
Tell, when affrighted nature shook. 
How Sinai kindled at his look. 

And trembled at his frown. 

Ye flocks that haunt the humble Tale, 
Ye insects flutt'ring on the gale, 

In mutual concourse rise ; 
Crop the gay rose*s vermeil bloom, 
And waft its spoils, a sweet perfume, 

In incense to the skies. 

Wake all ye mountain tribes, and aing ; 
Ye plumy warblers of the spring. 

Harmonious anthems raise 
To him who shap'd your finer mould, 
AVho tipp*d your glittering wings with gold. 

And tun'd your voice to pndae. 

Let man by nobler passions sway*d. 
The feeling heart, the judging head, 

In heavenly praise employ; 
Spread his tremendous name anNUHU 
Till heav*n*s broad arch rioga hack Iht 

llie gen*ral bunt of joy. 

Ye whom the charms of grandmrplnMh 
NursM in the downy lap of mm^ 

Fall proslnto at Us thnNMi 
Te princes, Tui«ra« i3\ iAibr%\ 
Pniae him, y e Vines, wbn 

An iinag« rf W» o^m* 



I 
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Ye fair, by nature form'd to move, 
O praise th' eternal Source of lore, 

With youth's enliv'ning flre : 
Let age take up the tuueful lay, 
Sif h his bless'd name^then soar away. 

And ask an angel's lyre. 

OGILTII. 



THE XXV. CHAPTER OF JOB PARAPHRASED. 

Thkn will Tain man complain and murmur ttill. 
And stand on terms with bis Creator's will ! 
Shall this high privil^e to clay be given ? 
Shall dust arraign the providence of Heaven ? 
With reason's line the boundless distance scan? 
Oppose Heaven's awful majesty to man ? 
To what a length his vast dimensions run ! 
How far beyond the journey's of the sun ! 
He hung yon golden balls of light on high, 
And launch'd the planets through the liquid sky: 
To rolling worlds he mark'd the certain space, 
Fiz'd and sustain'd the elemental peace. 

Unnnmber'd as thooe worlds his armies move, 
And the gay legions guard his realms above; 
High o'er th* ethereal plains the myriads rise. 
And pour their flaming ranks along the skies : 
From their bright arms incessant splendors stream, 
And the wide azure kindles with the gleam. 

To this low world he bids the light repair, 
Down through the gulfs of undulating air ; 
For man he taught the glorious sun to roll 
From his bright barrier to h\a w«i^Usrck f^ss^. 

How tbea shall man, Ibua VnMAva^l Y^^^^^ ^ 
PUmd with hia judge, and com\ia.\ n^VOdl VNsk C><A - 
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How from his mortal mother can he come 
L'lititain'd from tun, uatiuctiir*d from the -womb? 

The Lord, from his tublime empyreal throne, 
As u dark globe regards the silver mooa. 
Tliose stars, that grace the wide celestial plaio, 
Are but the humblest sweepings of his triun. 
Dim are the brightest spleudours of the sky ; 
And tlie suu darkens iu Jehovah's eye ; 
But does not siu diffuse a fouler stain, 
And thicker diirkness cloud the soul of mAn ? 
Shall he the depths of endless wisdom know? 
lliis &hort-liv*d sovereign of the world below ? 
His frail original confounds his boast, [dost 

S])ruDg from the ground, and qiiickea*d from th 

riTT 



HYMN. 

Praise to God in protptritf and adeenUg* 

Praise to God, immortal praise. 
For the love that crowns our days ; 
Bounteous source of every joy, 
Let thy praise our tongues employ. 

For the blessings of the field. 
For the stores the gardens yield, 
For the vine's exalted juice. 
For the generous olive's use. 

Flocks that whiten all the plain. 
Yellow sheaves of ripen 'd grain ; 
Clouds that drop their fatt'ning .dew% 
^ns that temp'rate "wixiik^ d&fiam. 

All that Spring, w\Oi Vs«iiU«« YmA, 
Scatters o'er the nnlUik^ ^Ma^ \ 
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All that liberal Autumn peart 
From her rich o'erflowing storea ; 

These to thee, my God» we owe ; 
Source whence all our bleain^ flow ; 
Ani. for these my soul shall raise 
Grateful tows and solemn praise. 

Yet should rising whirlwinds tear. 
From its stem the rip*ning ear ; 
Should the flg-tree*s blasted shoot 
Drop her green untimely fruit; 

Should the Tine put forth no more. 
Nor the oUtc yield her store. 
Though the sici&'ning floclcs should UM, 
And the herds desert the stall; 

Should thine alterM hand restrain 
The early and the latter rain, 
Blast each op'ning bud of joy. 
And the rising year destroy ; 

Yet to thee my soul shall raise 
Gratefhl tows and solemn praise ; 
And, when sTery blesring*s flown, 
LoTO thee— for thyself alono* 

SAaBAULD. 



PSALK. 
The first six vertss qfths nineteenth Psalm. 

O Thou ! the first, the gr^test* Mend 

Of all the human noe\ 
WhoBe strong right hand hiA «t«c Vff^ 

TMr ttay and dwcHlkni^ iAi»e\ 



1 
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Before the mountiJiii btoT'd their he 

Benealh thy forming baod, 
Defare this pondroiu «iobe itself 

Arose Hi iby cummaDd ; 
'rh*l pow'r which raii'd, and itill U] 

This uDiremil frame, 
From (wuDllng untH^itmlpg time 

Was ever atlU the amt. 
ThoM mighty period* of yean. 

Appear do more liefore thy flight 
Thim yeaterday tbal'i put. 

Thou giv'it thy word : Thy crcaton 
Ii to Filitence brought; 

Agaio thou eay'at, ' Ye soiu of men. 
Return ye into nought.' 

Thou Isyul them, with all their can 

In everliuting ileep; 
Ai with B Bood, thou tak'at them all 

Willi overwhelming aweep. 
They flourish like the moroing AoVj 

In beauty's pride array'd ; 
But, long en night, col down It Um 

All wlther'd and decaj'd. 



THE WORLD PABBQ AWAT. 
Th[1 worid is all a Bntbif ibow. 
For man's illusion gfrcili 
The unties ot V>1 , 4w iDMn «r Mhi 
Deceitful sUna, iwdtOAbrav^ 
There' a iiiM]Bint\ri»>rt.'*M^ 
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And him Um light on glory's plume, 
As fidiog hues of eren ; 
And love, and hope, and beauty's bloom, 
Are blossoms gatber'd for the tomb ; 
There's nothing bright but Heaven ! 

Poor wand'rers of a stormy day. 
From wave to wave we're driven ; 
And fancy's flash, and reason's ray, 
Serve but to light the troubled way ; 
There's nothing calm but heaven ! 

MOORK- 



THE RAINBOW. 

TaiuMFHAL arch, that fiU'st the sky 
When storms prepare to part, 

I ask not proud philosophy 
To teach me what thou art. 

Still seem as to my childhood's si|(ht, 

A midway station given, 
For happy spirits to alight 

Betwixt the earth and heaven. 

Can all that optics teach, unfold 

Thy form to please me so, 
As when I dreamt of gems and gold 

Hid in thy radiant bow ? 

When science from creation's face 
Enchantment's veil withdraws. 

What lovely visions yield their \X%at 
To cold material Uwa \ 

And yet, fair bow, no €a\>Y\iif^ dx«u&^ 
Bat wordu of the Mo»t H\%V, 
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Have told why fint thy robe of bflams 
Was woven in the sky. 

When o*er the green undelug'd earth 
Heaven's cov'nnnt thou didst shinr. 

How came the world's grey fathers f<Hrth 
To watch thy sacred sign ! 

And when its yellow lostre smird 
0*er moontains yet untrod, 

Each moUier held aloft her child. 
To bless the bow of God. 

Methinks thy jubilee to keep, 
The first made anthem rang 

On earth, deliver*d from the deq», 
And the first poet sang. 

Nor ever shall the ]^Iu8e*s eye, 
Unraptur'd greet thy beam ; 

Tlieme of primeval prophecy. 
Be still the poet*8 theme. 

The earth to thee its incenae yidkl^ 
The lark thy welcome ui]g% 

When glitt'ring in the freshen'd fiehb 
The snowy mushroom springs. 

How glorious in thy girdle east 
O er mountain, tower, and toWBt 

Or mirror'd in the ocean vast, 
A thousand fathom's down. 

As fresh \n ^on VoAirni ^ai^k. 
As young t^\y bessoAVea «««&« 

As when the «k«>e twwo^ ^>» '^^ 
First aported "m i^l " 
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For faithful to its sacred page. 

Heaven still rebuilds thy span. 
Nor lets the type grow pale with age, 

That Arat spoke peaee to man. 

CAMriKLL. 



THE COVENANTERS* SABBATH. 

'was Sabbath mom, a lovelier never rose^ 
nd nature seem*d In holy calm repose ; 
o cloud was seen along the azure sky, 
nd the pure streamlet glided softly by; 
rom tree to tree the warbling minstrels snuig, 
ad heav*n*e bright arch with nature's praiaea rung^ 
lio' all was still, yet persecution's rage, 
^ith awful fury scourgM a bleeding age : 
ben Scotland groan *d beneath a tyrant's yoke^ 
ill her proud spirit seem'd for ever broke; 
!er sons were haunted from the abodes of men, 
o savage wilds, or some sequestered glen : 
istice stood mute, for demons gave the law, 
nd many a bloody scene her mountains saw. 
What the* this morning rose so calmly bright, 
he eye which saw it, trembled at Its light; 
n Loudon's* braes the bird might find a nest; 
>n Pentland'sf hills the wounded deer might rest ; 
nt terror there her gloomy watch did keep, 
ike the death storm which overhangs the deep ; 
nd homeless man from place to place was driven, 
ereft of hope, and every stay but heaven. 

« Where the Covenanter's often met for worihi^ 

f The mclancboij MsodatkMU connected -<«i\Mki '^^«(^^'^^*^x 
9 too well known to require Airtbcr noUce \ miA. tet * y|^ 
tarrofthe utObringB of the Church of aco\XwaA>3sA«!tja» 
9 ^iWrr *nd Fr^acy, we would tetev o>« T«aAs«* ^ 
"Sooia Wortbiea,'- and Woodiow*a His!U»n- 



Tlio l*i-ett«?tl rocks an 

And echoed bark the 

Tho' half supprcst t\ 

Vo God wlio hears, . 

The preacher r(».se, ai 

vSavo echoing bree/en 

With 8()li;rnn awe he 

Karnest in voice, anc 

While from his lips t 

To cheer his /lock, ar 

For who could tell h< 

Mijjht ijive the si;;nal 

For evVy moment set 

-^nd days to come, m 

Within that place, 

W as spread in memoi 

Whihr the deep thund 

And llght'nin;r Uash'd 
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Near to this place where moantain torrents flow 
Thro* broken rocks, to calmer scenes below, 
How oft was heard the tender infant's sigh. 
Its name pronounc'd midst breezes passing by ; 
While all-unconscious of the holy rite. 
It smird amidst the dangers of the night. 

In caves and glens their Sabbath hoars were spent, 
Till the pale moon illum*d the firmament ; 
And there they wander*d at the dead of night. 
When the dims tars withheld theirgllmmering light; 
And Oh! how oft their wild retreat's been found 
By those who sought them like the blood-train*d 

hound,— 
And made that place, their oft f^uented cave. 
The holy'Martyrs* solitary grave ; 
Where nought but winds their dreary death-knell 

rung. 
And the scar'd bird their mournful requiem sung : 
Tet heaven wept, and bade their spirits rise 
On angel wings, from sorrow to the skies ; 
While all they suffer'd shall be ne*er forgot. 
Their grave be hallo w*d, and their dying spot; 
For they to Scotland gave her church, her laws. 
And fell like patriots in their country's cause. 

Peace to their mem'ry, let no impious breath 
Soil their fair fame, or triumph o'er their death : 
Let Scotia's grateful sons their tear-drops shed. 
Where low they lie in honour's gory lied ; 



liften, even at the present day, to its exquisite pathos, and 
heart-touching melody, without feeling emotions of no ordi- 
nary kind. Thank God, the days or persecution, for cqi\- 
ictence* sake, have passed away } but we «Y\ou\^ tvaveateet^ 
diat amidst the calmne»§ and beauty of out civVk. «n^xO\^>& 
borlMo, that it wa» to tbone Martyrs fbt lYvc c»\\%& «A "Vc^ 
aadotFieedom, than wearenow indclitBdfic» aS^tJbaX'M^^sof) 

M 



THE CHRianAN. 

HoirouA Old i My p i nwi voile 
To make the ChrtatbmVaH 

How fair the scene, how clear 
Thai fiUa the remnant of bti 

A kingly character he bears. 
No clutDge his priestly oflloc 

Uniading is the crown he wei 
His joys can never reach a 

Adom'd with glory from on 
Salvation shines upon bis t 

His robe Is of th* ethereal 6y 
His steps are dignity and | 

Inferior honours he dlsdaina 

Nor stoops to take applaui 

The King of kings himself i 



» » 
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NATIVITY. 



Foft thoa wert bom of woman I tboa di4tt omt, 
O Holktt! to tbi* world of tlo and glMNB, 
Hoc in thy dread omnipotent arraj ; 

And not by thunden ttrew'd 

Was thy tempettuoui road ; 
Not indignation burnt l>efore thee on thy way. 
But thee* a soft and naked child^ 
Thy mother, nndefil'd, 
In the rude manger laid to reit, 
Rom off her rirgin breast. 

The hear^ns were not commanded ta ptvpare 

A foffeoos canopy of golden air ; 

Nor fltoopM their lamps th* enthroned fires on high; 

A single silent star 

Came wand*ring firom afar. 
Gliding uncheckM and calm along the liquid sky ; 
The Eastern Sages leading on. 
As at a kingly throne. 
To lay their gold and odours sweefc 
Before thy infant feet. 

The earth and ocean were not hush'd to hear 
Bright harmony from er'ry starry sphere ; 
Nor at thy presence brake the Toice of song 

From all the cherub choirs. 

And seraph^ burning lyres 
Pour'd through the host of hear'o the charmed 
One angel troop the strain began, [clouds along. 
Of an the race of man, 
By dmple shepherds heard alone, 
jimt mik Hoauina'a tone. 



ind wbeo tiboa dfdat depart, no ear «t Auma 
h kmr tbetJbeaee in laiiitaiit xiAImdm 
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Nor vinible anj^els moumM with drooplDg pi 
N<»r AulHt thou mount on high 
From fatal Calvary 
With all thine own redeem'd oatbanting fitn 
For thou didst bear away from earth [< 

But one of human birth, 
The dying felon by thy ridei to be 
In Paradise with thee. 

Nor o'er thy cross the clouds of vengeance bi 
A little while the conscioas earth did shake 
At that foul deed by her fierce children dooi 

A few dim hours of day, 

The world in darkness lay, 
Then baHk*d in bright reiKMe beneath the ch 
While thou didst sleep beneath the tomb. 
Consenting to thy doom, 
Ere yet the white-rob 'd Angel thone 
Upon the sealed stone. 

And when thou didst arise, thou didst not s 
With devastation in thy red right hand, 
leaguing the guilty city's murtherous crewj 

But thou didst haste to meet 

Thy mother's coming feet, 
And hear the words of |>eace unto the fiuthfi 
Then calmly, slowly didst thou rlw 
Into thy native skies, 
Thy human form dissolved on high 
In its own radiancy. 

Ml 



( Prowrfcs, T.TwW.'*. ) 

To-MoaROw \ — moru&« >«»^ ^o**- ^ 
Of time and tide tbat bx^ tuslt ww 
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Bat think, in one rerolying day 
How earthly things may pass away ! 

To-day— while hearts with rapture spring, 
The youth to beauty's lip may cling ; 
To>morrow — and that lip of bliss 
May sleep unconscious of his kiss. 

To-day — the blooming spooae may press 
Her husband in a fond caress ; 
To-morrow — and the hands that prett 
May wildly strike her widow*d breast. 

To-day— the clasping babe may drain 
The milk-stream from Its mother's yein ; 
To-morrow*-like a frozen rlU, 
That bosom-current may be still. 

To-day, thy merry heart may feast 
On herb and fruit, and bird and beast ; 
To-morrow— spite of all thy glee, 
The hungry worms may feast on thee. 

To-morrow !— mortal, boast not thou 
Of time and tide that are not now ! 
But think, in one reTolving day 
That even thyself may*st pass away. 

KNox*s aoMos or ibkai 



THE BUTTERFLY. 

BxAUTiruL creature ! I haye been 

Moments uncounted watching thee. 
Now flitting round the foliage fgnxok. 

Of yonder dark, embowMnf Ut«\ 
And now again, in frolic g\c«t 
Har'riDg around thoM opcnlkiif^ ^A(^t« 



Not to induce me to 
Or enwj thee thy h 

But from a lot so bri| 
To borrow musing} 

Then thou, delightful 

NVert yesterday a si 
Becom'st a symbol fa 

Of hopes that own 
In thy proud change 

Of Man's subliuier 
While holietft oraclett < 

The type of immoii 

A change more glurio> 
E'en 1, thy fellow- 

Wben this exhausted : 
Down to its kind re 

When the anxiety and 
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While Man's immoital part, when Time 

Shall eet the chainleM tjpirit free, 
Biay seek a brighter, happier elime 

Than Faney e*er could feign for thee ; 
Though bright her fiUry bowen may be, 

Yet brief as bright their beauties fitde, 
And sad Ezperienoe noanM ta see 

Each gourd Hope trusted in— deeay'd. 

Sport on, then, lorely Summer fly. 

With whom began my TOtiye strain :«- 
Yet purer joys their hopes supply, 

Who, by Faith's alchemy, obtain i 

Comfort in sorrow, bliss in pain, , 

Freedom in bondage, light in gloom. 
Though earthly losses, heayenly gain. 

And Life immortal through the Tomb. 

aiaxuiD BAaTON. f 

ORAVJ&STONES, | 

A Fragment, \ 

i'uB grass Is green and the sprini^floweret^blooms* 

knd the tree blossoms all as fresh and £Ur 

is death had never visited the earth; 

Tet every blade of grass, and every flower, 

ind every bud and blossom of the spring 

s the memorial that nature rears 

)ver a kindred grave. — Ay, and the song 

)f woodland wooer, or his nuptial lay, 

in biythe as if the year no winter knew, 

!s the lament of universal death. 

rhe merry singer is the living link '4 

!)f many a thousand years oC dcaiOii Ijmft Vs<i 

ind mmajr a thousand in futurU^^— 

he remnmnt of a moment, apar«& "b^ '^ti^ 

it far another jneal to corye uyoa. 



'1 

t 




i-.J THE SACKED LTRE. 

lliiH ((lobp ia Lut our Uthen' cemetery— 
Thr hUii, Riiil mooni and *tarm Ihnt (hiiH OD 1 
Hiir Ihiii[is Ibal Luni Id ligbt their Kpalclire 
T)u- lii'islit cwutchnnw irf tfaeir lunenl vsnll 
Yi'l dan man move an gaily u tlie barge, 
Wlinw kn-1 idagt (brouKli the waten, and be 
Kyilif like the pawinK mvteor of the derp ; 

llat iv.iiitaii rouDd ber, u they were in lor 
Turn diii'k aiul fierce, and mreli, and liwaUoi 
•Sii i' he i:irt by death uii every aide, 
.U Ji"r.]K'M ul'it.— Tliiis he |KTi*lini. 
Siioh wiTi! loy thuughb iipou a summer tvr. 
An l'»i'tb I iviilk'd to qualT the cuoliug brtcir 
'I'he wttilitc Hill was curtiiiuiug thi> welt 
^Vith purple nnd with guld, u tietwly brighi 
Hial nve ut' niurtol aiiifht not look on it — 
r>ivHici'ti Htlcd fur an aiiEol's home. 
Tlir guii'ii bi9t ray feU ■loiitinK on a Ihnrn 
^Viili bliKwomg white, and tli»re a hhickbird : 
liidrliiic the Min Hdieu, in tonei hi sweet 
As fniiry luij^t awake around his throne. 

-S.1VV ill 11 hall-breatb'd nieb and laoialcniDg i 
I ii;indr:r'd oil, scarce knowing where I wd 
Till I wagsenlrd on an Infaut'n grave. 
.\]n^l I knew the little teiiiuit well; 
Mil' was one of a lovely I'sniilj, 
Tliiit oft had clung around ine like a wnath 
Ol' Dowel's, the falreat of the maiden apring- 
It waa a uew-made grave, and the green Md 
Jm}- loosely on it ; ^et aftectioa than 
IH'I mT'd the atone, ticvnuMuuDKA it taoai 
Irmd (he name — 1 loV4 w\«i*«'fl^- 
Twiw not alone, but every ™»a» _^"»'0 'J 
"^■t lately echoed tlmu^ *.«.»•«« •■ 
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t had been Aree weeks absent; in that time 
The merciless destroyer was at work, 
And spar*d not one of all the infant group. 
The last of all 1 read the grandsire's name. 
On wliooe white locks I oft had seen her obeek 
Like a bright sunbeam on a fleecy doad 
Reldndling in his eye the Aiding lastre» 
Breathing into his heart the glow of youth. 
He died at eighty of a brolun heart. 
Bereft of all for whom he wished to Utb. 

GRAY. 



THE HAPPY EVENING. 

How blest is he whose tranquil mind, 
When life declines, recalls again 

The years that time has cast behind. 
And reaps delight from toil and pain. 

So, when the transient storm It past. 
The sudden gloom and driring showV, 

The sweetest sunshine is the last, 
The loveliest is the er'ning hour. 

AKON. 



LINES LEFT AT A FRIEND*S HOUSE. 

O Thou dread Pow*r, who feign*st above ! 

I know though wilt me hear: 
Whan, for this scene of peace and love, 

I make my pray'r sincere. 

The hoary sire— the mortal tuoVft, 
Loagf Umgt he pleased to %pMa\ 
To Uem hh little filial ftock, 
Aad ahow what good msik ix^ 
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She, who her loTely offipring eyes 
With tender hopes aDil fears, 

O, bless her with a mother's joys. 
But spare a mother's tears ! 

Their hope, their stay, their darling youth, 
In nianh(K)d's dawning hliish! 

Bless him, thou Go<l of love and truth. 
Up to a parent's wish ! 

Tlie beauteous, seraph, sister-band. 

With earnest tears, I pray. 
Thou know*!»t the anares on ev*ry band, 

Guide thou their steps alway ! 

When soon or late they reach that coast, 
0*er lilV'!! rough ocean driv'n, 

May they rejoice, no wand*rer lost, 
A fan^ily in Heav'n ! 



THE MIStJIONARY. 

He left his native land, and far away 

Across the waters sought a world unknown, 

Though well he knew that he in vain might itrar 
In search of one so lovely as his own. 

lie leA hiR home, around whose humble hearth 
HiN parents, kindred, all he ^"alued, smiled^ 

Friends who luul known and lov'dhimfWmi hisUrth 
And who still lov'd him as a favourite child. 

He left the scei\rs by youthful hopes endear*d-» 
The woods, iV\esUeuTf\%x\AX«oQ(i^^\&»VBAiBi«ur, 

The plants, the tve*-«, vYktX\« WDMi0d>»*.T«rfV^ 
And every cViarm to \o^* mA ^ww^ *— 
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All thete he left, with sad but wilUnf heart. 
Though unallured by honoun. wealth, or fhme, 

In them not even his wishes claim*d a part. 
And the world knew not of his very name. 

Canst thou not guess what taught his steps to stray ? 

*Twas love! — but not such love as worldlings 
That often smiles its sweetest to betray, [own, 

And stabs the breast that ottered it a throne. 

Twas love to God ! and love to all mankind; 

His master liade the obedient servant go^ 
And try it' he in distant realms could find [know. 

Some, who His name and saving grace would 

*Twas this that nerv*d him when he saw the tears 
His aged mother at their parting shed; 

'Twas this that taught her how to calm her fears, 
And beg a heavenly blessing on his head. 

*Twas this tiiat made his father calmly bear 
A godly sorrow, deep, but undismay'd— - 

And bade him humbly ask of God, In prayer, 
His virtuous son to counsel, guide, and aid. 

And when he rose to bless, and wish him well, 
And l>ent a head with age and sorrow grey, 

Ev'n while he breath*d a fond and last farewell, 
Half sad, half joyful, dash'd his tears away. 

" And go,** he said, " though I, with mortal eyes, 
Shall ne*er behold thy filial reverence more ; 

But, when from earth to heav'n our spirits rite, 
The hand that gave him shall my child restore* 

** I bid thee go, though human tears wiU.sAm\. 

From eyes that see the course \YiQia\iadiXXA Toe^ 
A ad God forgivB me if I WTQiiig\^ i«^r 
Like AbnbMMMk call'd to mcxifiLOb 'to!^ 



•** 



THE SACBED LYRE. 

And he is gone ! with ardcot etepe he pmi 
Acroes the hilla* to where the veHel lay^ 

And 8oon, I ween upon the ocean*e hreaet, 
They saw the white nils bearing him awav. 

And did he go unfriended— poor — alone? 

Did none of those, who, in a favour'd land, 
The shelter of the gospdi-tree had known, 

Desire to see its peaceful shade expand? 

*Tis not for me to answer questions here; 

Let every heart ita own responses gi^e; 
And all, to whom their fellow-men are dear 

Bestow the bread by which their souls may li 



TIME. 

CJob. ix. 25 and 26. ) 

Time speeds away— away — away: 
Another hour— «nother day— 
Another month — another yeai^— 
Drop from us like the leaflets sear; 
Drop like the life-blood from our hearts; 
The rose-bloom from the cheek departs. 
The tresses from the temples Ml, 
The eye grows dim and strange to all. 

Time speeds away-^Hiway— away : 

Like torrent in a stormy day, 

He undermines the stately tower, 

Uproots the tree, and snaps the flower; 

And sweeps from our distracted breaaft 
Tibe friends that lovcdh-^^ ttVoAs^katkVh*; 
And Jeavea oa we<!p^n« «a ^^ *«^ 
To irhich they cwi wuiru i» »«^ 
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rime ipeeds away— «way— ^way: 
io eagle throngh the akiea of day, 
io winds along the hills eaa flee 
b nrilUy or so smooth as he. 
Jke flery steed— from stage to stage 
le bears us on— from youth to age; 
Iwn plunges in the fearful sea 
}t fkthomless Eternity. 

KKOX'S S0N08 OF ISBAXL. 



IT 18 GOOD TO BE HERE. 

IxTHiKKs it is good to be here, 
bou wilt let us buiJd— but for whom ? 
For Elias, nor Moses appear, 
the shadows of eve that enoompass the gloom, 
abode of the dead, and the place of the tomb. 

hall we build to ambition ? Ah ! no ; 

ighted he shrinketh away ; 

or see f they would pin him below 

I small narrow cave, and begirt with eold clay, 

Lhe meancat of reptiles a peer and a prey. 

'o Beauty ? Ah ! no ; she forgets 

charms which she wielded before : 
for knows the foul worm that he frets 

skin which, bat yesterday, fools could adors 
the smoothness it held, or the tint which It wore. 

hall we build to the purple of Pride, 
trappings which dizen the proud ? 
las ! they are all laid aside, 
! here's neither dress nor adfymmtenX ^SOuvfi'^ 
the long winding ibeeiy and ^bA f^filit ^ ^^^ 
»broud. ^ 
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To Riches? Alas! 'tia in vaiu, 
Who hid in their turns have been hid ; 

Ttie treasures arc squandered again ; 
And here in the grave arc all inetali tbrbid. 
But the tiiuiel that shone on the dark coffin lid. 

To the pleasures which mirth can afford. 
The revel, the laugh, and the jeer? 

Ah ! here is a plentiful board. 
Hut the guests are all mute as their pitil'ul cheer, 
And none but the worm is a reveler here. 

Shall we build to affection and love? 
Ah ! no ; they have witherM and died. 

Or fled with the spirit above,— 
Friends, brothers, and sisters are laid side by side, 
Yet none have saluted, and none have replied. 

Unto sorrow? The dead cannot grieve, 
Not a sob, not a sigh meets mine ear 

Which compassion itself could relieve ; 
Ah ! sweetly they slumber, nor hope, love or fiear ; 
Peace, peace, is the watchword, the only ooe here. 

Unto death, to whom monarchs moat bow ? 
Ah ! no ; fur his empire is known. 

And here there are trophies enow : 
Beneath the cold dead, and around the dark stone, 
Are the signs of a sceptre that none may diaown. 

The first tabernacle to Hope we will build, 
And look for the sleepers around ua to rise ; 

The second to Faith, which enaurea it Ailfill'd ; 
And the third to the Lamb of the gr«ftt ■usiAee, 
Who bequeathed ua ^IhsiaXNtii^ ^iv^an. \m^ t«w to the 
skies. 'A* 
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HYBfN. 
l%e Divine Omnipruenet. 

JiHOTAH God ! thy gracious pow*r 

On ey*ry hand we see ; 
may the blessings of each hour 

heid all our thoughts to thee. 

If, on the wings of morn, we speed 

To earth's remotest bound, 
Thy right hand will our footsteps lead. 

Thine arm our path surrond. 

Thy pow*r is In the ocean deeps. 

And reaches to the skies; 
Thine eye of mercy never sleeps. 

Thy goodness never dies. 

From morn till noon, till latest eve. 

The hand of God we see ! 
And all the blessings we receive. 

Ceaseless, proceed from thee. 

In all the varying scenes of time, 

On thee our hopes depend ; 
In ev'ry age, in ev*ry clime, 

Our Father and our Friend. 

DR. THOMSO 



TO THE OMNIPOTENT GOa 

Almiohtt King, who sitt'st above, ^ 
£nthTon*d with majesty and love, 

Eternal arbiter oi fate ; 
Whether we name thee God QiC iSi, 
(hr AJJa, Jove, or Miihra C9aA,\ 
Tbou, thoo, alme »n trnVy ^ffiiS^V 
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Princes, the shadows of thy nod, 
Live but to shew how low to God 

Is all the gaudy pride of earth : 
Thy kingdom comprehends all space; 
Thy crown, enriched with pearls of grace, 

Is glorious as the morning's birth! 

If earth's an atom in thy sight, 
Enwrapt in folly's mazy night. 

How low am I that on it dwell! 
Thy brightness, not the sun can show ; 
Thy voice, not all the winds that blow. 

Nor all the rolling thunders tell ; 

The earthquake, and the tempest, both 
Avif but the bubbles of thy wrath, 

When vice appall'd shrinks at thyfrowit; 
But fearless virtue's heav*nly form. 
Sits, like an angel, *mid the storm, 

And smiling wreathes her olire crown. 

Grasp the whole earth within thy hand, 
Bid heav'n be nought at thy command, 

Thou, only thou, be still the tame; 
The void immense itself shall cry, 
'* Glory to thee, O God most high,*' 

And ever ** hallowM be thy name!" 

HrKT. 



PSALM CXXXIIL 

If there be one whose thoughts delight to wander 
In pleasure's fields, where lore'a bright ainams 
If there \»e one w\io ^«a«^ \a ^xA ^meander; 
Where all tbA ^nrer \AVhm9s wti 
A happy rcBtinf-pVa« ot ^^Sstowo* 
A bleaeed PwtaAin* e»— «^ 



THE SACREO LYRE. X\ 

Let him surrey the joy-oonferriug union 

Of brothers who are bound in fond communion. 

And not by force of blood alone* 
But by their mutual sympathies are known, 
And erery heart and every mind relies 

Upon fraternal Idndred ties. 

Oh ! blest abode, where love is ever yemal, 
Where tranquil peace and concord are eternal. 

Where none usurp the highest claim, 
But each with pride assertEi the other's fame; 
Oh ! what are all earth*s joys compar'd to thee— 

Fraternal unanimity? 

£'en as the ointment whose sweet odours blended 
Prom Aaron*s head upon his beard descended ; 

Which hung a while in fragrance there. 
Bedewing every individual hair. 
And falling thence, with rich perfume ran o'er 

The lioly garb the prophet wore. 

So doth the unity that lives with brothers 
Share its l>est blessings and its joys with others. 

And makes them seem as if one frame 
Contain*d their minds, and they were form*d the same 
And spreads its sweetest breath o*er every part. 

Until it penetrates the heart. 

E*en as the dew, that at the break of morning 
All nature with its beauty is adorning, 

And flows from Hermon calm and still, 
And bathes the tender grass on Z\ou aV\Vl« 
iad to the young and wiihering \i«c\> x«iiktg(v% 
Tbe drop9 for which It pinea*. 
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So are fraternal peace and coocord ever 

'fbe cheriahere, without whose guidance never 

Would sainted quiet seek the 

The ILle, the soul of unmoleated rest; 

The antidote to sorrow and distresay 

And prop of human happiness. 

Ah ! happy they whom genial concord blesses: 
Pleasure for them reserves her food caresns, 

And joys to mark the fabric rare, 
On virtue founded, stand unshaken there; 
Whence vanish all the passions that destroy 

Tranquillity and inward joy. 

Who practise good arc in themselves rewarded, 
For their own deeds lie in their hearts recorded; 

And thus fraternal love, when bound 
By virtue, is with its own blessings crown'd, 
And tastes in sweetness that itself bestows, 

What use, what power from concord flows. 

Ou«i in his boundless mercy joys to meet it; 
HIh promises of future blessings greet It, 

And fixt prosperity, which brings 
I^nic life, and ease, bei^th its shadowing wiDgs« 
And joy and fortune — that remains sublime 

Beyond all distance, change, and time. 

BOWKIVG. 



1 



HYMN FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

The year Is gone, and silence now 
Hangs o*er its every joy; 

But 'midst the silliness of the pMt, 
Its voice \sVv«BS^ vii\&^ 

It apeaka \1 fsiS^ v 'a«s«A ^ ^^ 
Would we VU »««a»^«« \ 
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Wmft I mi«peot another 
DeqiisM another year ? 

My tremhling heart finds no ezeutey 

Nor would ezctiae repay 
The ilna the follies which, alaa! 

Panned its hours away. 

With grief I riew my mad career. 

And wonder at thy grace, 
That I am spar'd that I am here. 

Nor driven from thy face. 

Teach me, my Ood, to lore thee more, 

Nor thus requite thee still. 
With hatred for thy blessed love. 

And tor thy goodness — ilL 

For thou hast been to me a guide, 

On life's tempestuous wave ; 
And spar'd me midst the crowda which fsll 

In youth and manhood's grave. 

Oh ! may we then the year begin, 

As we our years would end : 
And seek our Saviour and his love. 

That he may be our friend: 

Then let the hastening seasons fly. 
Their flight we'll mourn no more; 

For soon we'll reach that blessed landf 
That pure and sinless shore. 

WEIR 
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ADAM AND EVE'S ALTERNATE HYM!«, 
^From the Tragedy of Adam in banisMmcttt., 

ADAM. 

The all-quifkeiiiog light is rolHDg thfrv, 
VVhicli bids the shadowy forms rmuigf 
Frum you horizon*3i furthest verge 

And flit acrods earth's boisoiii fair: 

'File MHiK of birds sidutes the day— 
A Nong who6c chorus soars to Him 
Who iK>urs on all his blessing's beam, 

And waked the universal Uy. 

C^onie, let us juiii that choral song ; 
Come, let our voices blend with theirs; 
And U8 their praises float along 

We'll [Niur the incense of our prayers. 

ril lead the grateful hymn, my love! 
And thou a sweeter strain shalt bring ; 
How shall we celebrate— how sing 

The Spirit blest that reigns above ! 

EVE. 

Yes ! Let us sing of God— the spring, 
The source of all we feel and see ; 
Wliat theme can be so blest bh He-^ 

Director— -life-sustainer— king ! 

Lift, lift, my love ! thy thoughts on high; 
I'll follow their sublimeat flight, 
And hill and wood and valley bright 

Shall to the joyous hymn reply. 

ADAM. 

O Father \ we approaidi TVi^ \Ilvqii«« 
Who bidd'ttt iVkc f;\oT\«» *»» irf«ft\ 
All-good, Mmife\iV3, M^A ^T'fL.x 
Great source o£ •!! Ooiae".— ^^ ^^aofc 
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e Me Tkee, brighter than the rmyi 

Of the bright sud : we see Thee thine, 

As in a fountiUn*8 face— dirlDe ; 

e see Thee— endless fount of days : 

e sea Thee, who our frames hast brought, 

With one swift word, from senseless day— 

Wak*d— with one glance of heavenly ray, 

or neyer-dying souls from nought, 

lose souls thou lightedst with the spark 

Of Thy pure fire— and gracious still— 

GaT*st immortality — free will, 

nd lapgnsge not involved, nor dark. 

^ XYZ. 

od— God be praised ! who formed us thus, 
He was, and is, and shall endure : 
Pure— He shall make all nature pure, 
nd fix his dwelling here with us. 
^hat sweeter thought— what stronger token 
Than that his everlasting hand 
Body and soul in holy band 
Mth bound— that never shall be broken ! 

ADAM, 

!1i he whose kind and generous care 
lliis lovely garden's range hath planted, 
Where nought that charms desire is wanted, 
nd Joy's a guest immortal here, 
be fount of life— whence waters living 
O'erspreading all the garden flow- 
Bright flowers upon their borders grow, 
^hile to the trees life's food they're giving. 
!ere blooms the life-imparting tree, 
Whose fruit, just hid in silvery Xea^^cA, 
Makes man a spirit, and rctrieNta 
9 weakaeaa and satiety. 
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The dews from morning^s Tmalt that ftU. 
Are honey *d manna on our tongue: 
Shall not bis hallon'*d praise be snnf » 

^Vhom nature sing!»-^the source of all ? 

EVE. 

O blest be He who ble^sdngs pours !^ 
Who fills the heart with tenderness,— - 
And with his richejit gifU will bless — 

He wondrousf— whom our tongue adores. 

A full, o'erAowing horn of good 
Upon our Eden he has sbower'd, 
And peace and hope and joy embower 'd 

In its sweet silent solitude. 

ADAX. 

Yes ! now I feel the charm divine» 
Yes! now I feel the bliss, the pride» 
To press thee, dearest ! to my side, 

And join my early vows to thine. 

A unity— in love cemented. 

Blest by thy presence^-and by thee 
Gilded with smiles and purity. 

May make my exird soul contented. 

() sister— daughters-fairest bride. 
What shall I call thee?— Fkradne 
Has million dowers that smiling rise 

To kiss tliy feet well satisfied. 

EVE. 

Txive ! one shall be our will, and one 
Our fate, from the first dawn of day. 
When the bright sun begins hte w<y. 

To when his weary course is done. 

Peace, tendetnew, and {oy— a ahrioe 
Sacred to choert^iX V>^« — wgA Yn&«^ 
To Him, iVie lj«tA ot c«mm^«m ^t^ 

Who blendcAtby CfmaL^^w^^-w^s^^"^ 
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MAY-MORNINO. 

What love, what wisdom God diiplays 

Oa earth and tea and iky, 
Where all that fades and all that stays - 

Phxslaim his majesty ! 

He o*er the world— by day, by night-— 

Still watches and still wakes; 
And, kindl^r yarying each delight, 

The sweet yet sweeter makes. 

Now barren Winter flies the globe. 
And Spring resumes her reign ; 

And earth casts down her gloomy robe, 
And Joy laughs out again. 

And Nature wears her fairer dress 

Where Winter lately frown*d. 
While the Creator's loreliness 

Bursa through the clouds around. 

*Tis May ! whose fragrant breath and dyes 

So far o*er earth are gone, 
Tliat memory all her charms supplies, 

Ere she herself comes on. 

'Tis May ! that loveliest of the year, 
Who with fresh beauty glows ! 

The air is sweet, the sun beams clear, 
Tba wished-for vephyr blows. 

At paaoefnl night the gentle dew 
"^ Descends on field and wood. 
While nature smiles serenely through. 
In silent gratitude. 

Tlu earth with Taried fiow«c%\A ^!^V 
The heee with honey v«n. 



The tramiuil < 

Tlie busy insect 
And murnmri 

Sjivi! man's — wh 
A slave to stui 

^'f-^I man, — in v 

On guilty plea. 

it) oiljcrv, jiijjj j,j, 

!-)»'?> tn.ys his o\ 

To 1 if. '—vain lift., 
A.s Autumn's ^ 

An.l of iis.'If to si( 
Jle cKMn idral ^ 

Tin- ox U slauijhtr 
That wait ins n 
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THE GENIUS OF DEATH. 

What U. death ? *Tb to be free! 

No more to love, or hope, or fear- 
To join the great equality: 
All alike are humble there ! 
The mighty graye 
Wraps lord and slave ; 
Nor pride nor poverty dares come 
Within that refuge- house, the tomb! 

Spirit with the drooping wing, 

And the ever- weeping eye. 
Thou of all earth's kings art king! 
Empires at thy footstool lie ! 
Beneath thee strew'd 
Their multitude 
Sink, like waves upon the shore; 
Storms shall never rouse them more ! 

What's the grandeur of the earth 

To the grandeur round thy throne! 
Riches, glory, beauty, birth, 
To thy kingdom all have gone. 
Before thee stand 
The wond\ ous band ; 
Bards, heroes, sages, side by side. 
Who darken'd nations when they died ! 

Earth has hosts ; but thou canst show 

Many a million for her one; 
Through thy gates the mortal flow 
Has for countless years rolFd on : 
Back from the tomb 
No step has come; 
Then Sx'd, till the last thunder^ » wvkTv\ 
SbMll bid thy pri8*nera ht uii\)ouTv^\ 

M 



Au uuiuuic Kl'itl. 

Who waked the 

In such an houi 
In the calm 5oli 
To hold with h( 
Meet for ji spiri 
And, ill this wi 
Pure zepiiyi*s fn 

It may be tliat t 
Bends sometime 
Where should w 
IJut in an Iiour : 
An hour of rafm 
Silent, aj( if to w 

Yes! if the (Jrea 
Descend inij from 
^lay deiirn uiK>n 
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I, purified from taint of sin 
. earth's pollutions, let me see 
le image,— for a moment prove, 
n Thy miyestf , Tbf love— 

t love which over all is shcd-^ 
I on the worthless as the Just ; 
iting the stars above our head, 

waking beauty out of dust : 

rolling in its glorious way 
ind the farthest comet*s ray. 

lim alike the living stream 
the dull regions of the grave : 
vatch'd, protected all, by Him, 
se eye can see, whose arm can save, 
le cold midnight's dangerous gloom, 
!ie dark prison of the tomb. 

ler we hasten—as the sand 
e in the hour-glass, never still, 
ather'd in by Death's rude hand, 
itorehouse of the grave we fill ; 
sleep in peace as safely kept 
hen on earth we smiled or wepC 

: is our dutv here?— To tend 
. good to better— thence to best : 
iful to drink life's cupy— then bend 
iirmuring to our bed of rest; 
uck the flowers that round us blow, 
iring their fragrance as we go. 

M to live, that when the aaa 

T existence sinks in nighty 

>rials sweet of mercies dona 

gbriae our namea m ^Miemorf ^^^titfi^*^ 

ie blest aeeda w« tailUK^d,>^iMM^ 

ired fold In dayi to oqhaa* 
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TO THE COMET OF ISII. 

How lovely in this wilderM ac«ne« 

As twilight from her vaults so bliw a 

Steals st>ft o'er Yarrow's mountains greeri / 

To sleep embalm'd in midnight dew! 

All hail, ye hills, whose towering height. 
Like ithadows, scoops the yielding sky ! 

And thou, mysterious guest of night. 
Dread traveler of immensity ! 

Stranger of Heaven ! I bid thee hail ! 

Shred from the pall of glory riven, 
That fiukhest in celestial gale. 

Broad i>ennon of the King of Heaven ! 

Art thou the flag of woe and death, 
Fi'om angel's eusign-staif unfurKd ? 

Art thou the standard of his wrath 
Waved oVr a sordid sinful world? 

No, from that pure pellucid beam, 

That erst o'er plains of Bethlehem shone.* 

No latent evil we can deem. 

Bright herald of the eternal throne ! 

Whate'er portends thy front of fire, 
Tliy streaming locks so lovely pale,"— 

Or peace to man, or judgments dire, 
Stranger of Heaven, I bid thee hail ! 

Where hast thou roam*d these thoaaud jeui? 

Why sought these polar paths again, 
V^nm wilderness of glowing sphereOy 
•..7b fliug tby yealuTe o*«t tbft waia? 



# 7f waf reckoned by mat^T \V»\^\^^^h». 
I'/iic/i Ajipeared at the wrtb Ol «a Bwiw»- 
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And when thou scal'st the milkjr-wayi 
And yanishes from human riew, 

A thousand worlds shall hail thy ray 
Through wilds of you empyreisd hlue ! 

O ! on thy rapid prow to glide ! 

To sail the boundless skies with thee 
And plough the twinkling stars aside, 

Like foam-bells on a tranquil sea ! 

To brush the embers from the sun. 

The icicles from off the pole; 
Then far to other systems run, 

Where other moons and planets roll ! 

Stranger of Heaven ! O let thine eye 
Smile on a rapt enthusiast's dream ; 

Eccentric as thy course on high, 
And airy as thine ambient b«im 1 

And long, long may thy silver ray 
Our northern arch at eve adorn ; 
Then, wheeling to the east away, 
, Light the grey portals of the mom ! 

HOGG. 



JEHOVAH THE PROVIDER. 

Author of being ! life-sustaining king ! 

Lo ! Want*8 dependent eye from thee implores 
The seasons, which provide nutritious ftorea ; 
Give to her prayers the renovating springr 
And summer's heats all peTf«ctm\^, XYAX\ii<^^% 
The fruiia which autumn fTotn «i xVio^Mawa.^^'**^ 
Seleeteth proyident \ wben eaxVyi «Anw^ 
Her God, aod all h«r T%\ea «xuVx5a% «^^m&* 



'Ati 
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Without thy blening, the tubmlMiTe rtwr 
Bends to the ploughmmn't galling yoke in ^n ; 

Without thy blewing on the vwled y«wr. 

Can the awarth reaper graap the golden giain 

Without thv blessing, all is blank and dnw; 
With it, the joys of Eden bloom again. 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 
(From Lueifrr.J 

Who sits above heaven's heighto sublime, 
Yet Alls the grave's profoundest place, 
Ueyond eternity, or time, 

Or the vast round of viewless space : 
Who on himself alone depends — ^ 

Immortal— glorious — ^but unseen— 
And in His mighty being blends 

What rolls around or flows within. 
Of all we know not— all we know — 

Prime source and origin— a eea, 
W^hose waters pourM on earth betow 

Wake blessing's brightest radiancy. 
His power— love — ^wisdom, first exalted 

And wakeu'd from oblivion's birth 
Yon starry arch— yon palace, vanlied— 

Yon heaven of heavens— to amile on eartu, 
From His resplendent m^esty 

We shade us 'neath our sheltering wings, 
While awe-insptred and tremUingW 

We praise the glorious King of Unga, 
With sight and sense confua'd and dim; 

O name— describe the Lord of loid^ 
The seraphs' praise shall hallo w Hl» ;— 

Or b the theme too tm» for wcrAi? 



I 
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EX8POX1Z. 

*Ti8 God ! who poun the living glow 
Of light, creation's Ibnntain-liead : 

ForgtTe the pra b e too mean and low— 
Or from the liriog or the dead. 

No tongue Thy peerless name hath spoken 
No space can hold that awftil name ; 

The aspiring spirit's win; is broken ;— 
Thou wilt be, wert, and art the same ! 

Language is dumb — Imagination, 

Knowledge, and Science, helpless fall ; 
They are irreverent profimation. 

And thou, O God ! art all in alL 
How vain on such a thought to dwell ! 

Who knows Thee— Thee the AU-nnknowi 
Can angels be thy oracle, 

Who art— 'Who art Thyself alone? 
None— none can trace Thy ooorae sablime, 

For none can catch a ray from Thee, 
The splendour and the source of time— 

The Eternal of eternity. 
Thy light of light out-pour*d conveys 

Salvation in its flight elysian. 
Brighter than e*en Thy mercy's rays i-^ 

But vainly would our feeble yision 
Aspire to Thee. Erom day to day 

Age steals on us— but meets Thee neiver 
Thy power is life's support and stay— 

We praise Thee— sing Thee, Lord ! for eve 
Holy — ^holy— holy! Praise- 
Praise be His in every land ; 
Safety in His presence stays— 

^bored is I^ia hic|h f>niinm»4\ 
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HYMN. 
The Lord*9 Day Morning, 

Again the Lord of life and light 

Awakes the kiiidling ray; 
Urisouls the eyelidu of the mom 

And pours increasing day. 

() what a night was that which wrapp'd 
The heathen world io gloom ! 

O what a sun, which broke, this day. 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 

This day be grateful homage paid, 

And loud hosannas sung ; 
Lot gladness dwell in evVy heart. 

And praiise on cv'ry tongue. 

Ten thousand diflTring lips shall join 

To hail this welcome mora, 
Wliich scatters blessings from its wings 

To nations yet unborn. 

BAEBACLD. 



AN EVENING SERVICE. 

The cold wind strips the yellow le«f. 
The stars are twinkling faintly o*er ns; 
All nature wears her garb of grief. 
While day*» fair book is closed befora as. 

The songs have ceased,— and busy men 
Are to their beds of silence creeping ; 
The pale, cold moon looks out again 
On the tired world «o vote's li^Mf^^Av 

O ! in an hour lo alWV sa i8Av 
From cure, and toW, •nd ittBwto. 



>^ 
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I'll consecrate an hoar to Vlim-^ 
To meek devotion*8 holy feeling : 

And rise to Thee— to Thee, whose hand 
Unreird the golden map of heaven ; 
Mantled with beauty all the land ; 
Cave Kght to mom, and shade to even. 

Being, whose all-pervading might 
The laws of countless worlds disposea ; 
Yet gives the sparkling dews their light— 
Their beauty to the blushing roses : 

Thou, Ruler of our destiny! 
With million gifts hast Thou supplied as, 
Hidd'n from our view futurity, 
Unveiling all the past lo guide us. 

Tho* dark may be earth'*s vale, and damp, 
A thousand stars shine sweetly o*er us, 
And immortality's pare lamp 
Gladdens and gilds our path before as. 

And in the silence of the scene 

Sweet tones from heaven are softly speakings 

Celestial music breathes between. 

The slumbering soul of bliss awaking. 

Short is the darkest nlgfit, whose shade 
Wraps nature's breast in clouds of sadness; 
And joy*s sweet flowers, that seem to fade^ 
Shall bloom anew in kindling gladneit. 

Death's darkness is more bright to hia 
Who looks beyond in viaiona^ti^'li^ 
Than passion's fires, or si|p\m4o\Kt'« ^^ a*» 
Or Mil die glare of ain and fo\\!|« J 
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The silent tear, the deep-fetck'd ugb, 
Which virtue heaves in hours of quiet. 
Are dearer than pomp's revelry, 
Or the mad laugh of frenzied riot ; 

Smiles from a conscience purified. 
Far lovelier tliau the fleeting glory 
ConfcrrM in all a monarch's pride, 
Embalm 'd in all the light of story. 

This joy be ours— our weeks shall roll— 
And let them roll'^our bark is driv*n 
Safe to its harbour — and our soul 
Awaking, shall awake in heaven. 

BOwaiNi;- 



THE END OF TIME. 

'^ Day came, and went*'-— a lovelier never dawn'd 
i^lnce that fair mom which saw the Infant worM, 
Sparkling with dew drops from her maker** hand. 
From bower to bower, the voice of song was heard. 
And the gay minstrels floating through the air, 
Bore up to heaven's gate the voice of praise : 
The day went calmly on — and when the eve^ 
Drest in her dusky garb appi-onch'd the east. 
And look'd in solenin silence o'er the scene, 
Karth seem*d to say, rejoice, rrjoics oh ! man, 
For the rich store that hails tlie evening breeie, 
And waves luxuriant o'er the ripening plahi, 
Shall hail the autumnal sweetness of the year: 
But autumn ne'er will come :— The setihig au 
Sees from her golden thinne the end of days ; 
And Uie bright glow along the rtrgp of heivait 
M'liich many an eye beholds, so full of hof«! 
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So bright with promise of a coming day : 
But such a day how few anticipate :— 
Th* eternal morning of nnclianging jeara. 
0*er bearen and earth, a solemn silenee reigns, 
And midst her brilliant galaxy of stars. 
The moon the qaeen of night portentooa shines, 
With red and awful glare : and from the north, 
A ririd light, wax*d broad and broader ttni—- 
And flash*d upon the sky ; like that onoe seen 
For many a night abore Jerns'lem's towers. 
And round Judea*s land. As it was then— 
And in the days of Lot ; so is it now, 
Men disregard the signs of God's approach, 
Foretold by prophets, and which long before 
Was told in signs and wonders in the sky : 
And on this night the last that e*er should reign, 
Nature seem*d conscious of some awful change : 
Yet even now the voice of mirth, the song. 
The dance, all these went merry as before : 
Crimes still went on, and wicked deeds were done 
Before high heaven ; nor were men wiser giwwn, 
Tho* every moment as it hasten*d on. 
Was trembling in its speed ; and tottering time. 
Who level'd all before, was now grown old ; 
Upon his face the symptoms of decay, 
Show*d that his dying hour was nigh at hand :-— 
He tried, but tried in vain to gain those heights. 
Where oft careering on the riewless winds, 
His airy flight had been : but there the breath 
Of the approaching mom was felt arovnd. 
The conscious earth, wam*d of the change In him 
Who measured out its momenta, dvfv vcA ^«ks% \ 
Qtutk'd to its centre ; and now twm\J«Kik% 1!n»»^ * 
in horrible siispensf! ; tb© ftr«a wViiiVfii 
fVhIcb oft in days of old lauwi ^WtfV^ ^r^ 




Nor periih 'mid* 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 

How beautiful is mom ! 

Wlien daylight, newly bom, 
From tba bright portals of the east it breaking ; 

While soDga of joy resound 

From countless warblers round. 
To light and life from silent slumber waking. 

The parting clouds unfold 

Their edges ting*d with gold ; 
Bright is the summit of the lofty mountain ; 

The gli8t*niDg tops of trees, 

Touch *d by the rustling bieeze, 
Are bright and tuneful as the muses* fountain. 

As upward mounts the son, 

The valleys, one by one. 
Ope their recesses to the living splendour ; 

The mighty ocean's breast 

Heaves upward to the blest. 
And bids its waves reflected light surrender. 

Each humble flower lifts up 

Its dewy bell or cup. 
Smiling through tears that know no tinge of sad- 

The insect trilies come out, [ness ; 

And, fluttering all about. 
Fill the fresh air with gentle sounds of gladness. 

Oh ! who can witness this. 

Nor feel the throb of bliss 
With which creation's ev*ry pulse seems betting \ 

Or who, *mid such a store 

Of rapture flowing o'er. 
The tribute of the heart forbeaT T«^«iA\tk^*^ 

Yet have I known an Imvot 
Of more subdaioi^ poiv«x 



Mn> THE SACRED LYRE 

'I'han this of beauty glowing— muaic gas 
An hour whose quiet calm 
DitfusM an holier balm, 

Whoae watch-word—" IV»ce, be itill !** 
heart was hushing. 

It is the close of day, 

When evening's hues array 
'J'hu weNterii sicy in all their radiant lual 

When round the setting sun. 

His goal of glory won, 
Itoiplendent clouds in silent beauty must 

'Tim wheu day's parting light, 
Dazzling no more the sight, 

li8 chastening glory to the eye is grantir 
That ** thoughts too deep for tea: 
Unearthly hoi>es and fears, 

And voiceless fef^Iings in the heart are p 

While thus the western aky 
Delights the gazing eye, 

With thrilling beauty, touching and endi 
What still of earth is fair 
Borrows its beauty there, 

'J'hout>h every borrow'd charm is diaapp 

Ki-e yet those chnrms grow dim, 
Creation'.M vesper hymn, 

C^ratfful and lovely, is from earth aaceni 
'Till, with that song of praise. 
The hearts ol those who gaze 

With solemn feelings of delight are Ucik 

Then from tViwie v<»^f^»^*^^1^'^ 
A fart well {;\cam oi\\^^»^ 
Breaks with iineartViVy %\«n «^ ^ ' 
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And through the foMing doors 
The eye of thought explores 
Seraphic forms and phantasies elysian. 

These pass like thought away ! 

Tet may their hallowM sway 
Rest on the heart, — as dew-drops roand adorning 

The drooping silent flowers, 

Feed them through night's dark hoars, 
And keep them fresh and living till the morning. 

Thus should the sunset hour. 

With souUaboorhing power. 
Nurse by its glories the immortal spirit; 

And plume its wings for flight 

To realms of cloudless light. 
Regions iu God hath formed it to inherit. 

Fair, bright, and sweet is xoaN ! 

When daylight, newly born. 
In all its beauty is to sense appealing ; 

Yet Eve to me is fraught 

With more unearthly thought. 
And purer touches o{ immortal feeling f 

BUIMARD BAaiOV. 



MESSIAH. 

Yk nymphs of Solyma ! begin the song : 
To heavenly themes sublimer strains belong. 
The mossy fountains and the sylvan shades, 
The dreams of Pindus and the Aonian maids. 
Delight no more — O Thou my voice ln«^\s% 
Who touch 'd Isaiah's hallowed U^ ^\>Xi is^t^^ 
Rjipt into future times, the Y«xA V^'tt^*- ^ 
A Virgin shall roooeiye, a V\ti\u\j«x %.^>»^ • 



•vH THE SACRED LYRE. 

From Jphsc'h (a) root behold a branch arise, 
Wbnso sHcred Huwer with fragrance fills the »kie» 
'Dk- ftbereal spirit o'er its leaves shall more, 
And oil its tup descends the mystic dove. 
Ve lioavoiis ! (b) from hi^rh the dewy nectar pour, 
And ill s«dt silence shed the kindly shower I 
'I hiT siirk (c) and weak the healing plant shall aid. 
From htorm a shelter, amd from heat a sdiade. 
All criinos kIiaU cease, and ancient frauds shall fail : 
lli'tiirniii^ Justice {d) lift aloft her scale ; 
1Vrc«> <»Vr the world her olive wand extend, 
Aiul \vhite-r0hp4I Innocence from heaven descend. 
Swift fly the yeurs, and rise the expected mom I 
<Jh sprii);; to li^ht, auspicious Babe, be born ! 
S«'e, N.iture lui&tes her earliest wreaths to brin; . 
With all the incense of the breathing spring : 
See lofty Lebanon (e) his head advance, 
Sfe noddinu forests on the mountains dance : 
Sit> spicy cioud.s from lowly Sharon rite, 
And Curniers flowery top perfume the skies ! 
Hark I II ^Iml voire the lonely desert dieers ; 
Prepare (he way ! {/) A God, a God appears ! 
A God, a (lod! the vocal hills reply; 
The rorks proclaim the approaching Deity. 
1.0, earth receives him from the liending skies! 
Sink dou'ii, ye mountains : and ye valleys, rise! 
With heads declined, ye cedars, homage pay ; 
Hf Ninooth, ye roi'ks; ye rapid floods, give way. 
The Siivioiir coiiu's ! by ancient bards foretold ; 
Hear liiin, ye deaf; and all the blind, behold ! 
He from thick films shall purge the visual ray. 
And on the sightless eye-ball pour the day : 



!</ r/». IX vcr. 7. y Cb. xx%^.^«-** ^"^ 
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lie the obstructed paths of 8<tand shall clear, 
I hid new music charm the unfolding ear ; 
dumb (^) shall sing, the lame his cratch 
forego, 
I leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
ligh, no murmur, the wide world shall hear ; 
m every face he wipes off eyery tear, 
idamantine (A) chains shall death be boond, 
I hell's grim tyrant feel the eternal wooiid. 
the good shepherd (t) tends his fleecy care, 
ca freshest pasture, and the purest air; 
^res the lost, the wandering sheep directs^ 
day o'ersees them, and by night protects ; 

tender lambs he raises in his arms, 
ia fi*om his hand, and in his bosom warms : 
is shall mankind his guardian care engage, 

promised father (j) of the future age. 
i—fi ahall nation (A) against nation rise, 
' ardent waiTiors meet with hateful eyes, 

fields with gleaming steel be coyerM o'er, 

brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 

useless lances into scythes shall bend, 
I the broad falchion in a ploughshare end. 
n palaces shall rise ; the joyful son (/) 
U finish what his short-liy*d sire b^fun ; 
ir Yines a shadow to their race shall yield, 
I the same hand that sow*d shall reap the field; 

swain in barren deserts (m) with surprise 
I lilies spring, and sudden rerdure rise ; 
I starts amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 
r falls of water murmuring in his ear. 

(g) 7m. Cb. xliii. rer. 18. Ch. xxx^.'^et.^,^. _ 

h. XXV. ret. A {i) Ch. xl. vet. lY. \S\ Oi. V]^^«-^ 
ik) Ch. IL ver. 4. (/) Ch. \x^. v«.'i\»'»* j 
(m) Ch. xxxT. fS!t. \,1. M 
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On rifted rocks, the dragoa** late abodes. 

The green reed trembles, and the balrush nods. 

Waste sandy valleys (ii), once perplexM with thorn 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn : 

To leafless shrubs the flowery palm soccoed. 

And odorous myrtle to the noisome weed. 

The lambs (u) with wolves shall graze the verdant 

mead, 
And boj-s In flowery bands the tiger lead. 
The steer and lion at one crib shall meet. 
And harmless serpents (p) lick the pilgrim^s feet. 
Tlie smiling infant in his hand shall take 
The crested basilisk and speckled snake. 
Pleased, the green lustre of the scales survey, 
And with their forky tongue shall innooeotly play. 
Rise, crown'd with light, imperial Salem (9), rise! 
Exalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes! 
iSee a long race (r) thy spacious courts adorn ; 
See future sons, and daughters yet unbom. 
In crowding ranks on every side arise, 
Di'manding life, impatient for the sklea ! 
See barbarous nations (i) at thy gates atlendf 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 
See thy bright altars throng'd with proitiml* kiap 
And heap*d with products of Sabean (0 aprinfi! 
For thee Idume*s spicy forests blow. 
And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountaiot ghnr. 
See heaven its sparkling portals wide dlaphjp 
And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 
No more the rising sun (n) shall gild the 
Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver 



a) IM. xlL Ter. 19, sad cb. xlv. vw. Ik 
I. x\. Tcr. A, 7^ (p) Ch. Uv. vw. Hu 
t9) Ch; Yc ver. 1. (r) Ch. U. ver. ^ (s) Ck. k. vkI 
(OCh.\x.vcc.«^ V«^Ch«ls-v«*likMr 
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\ut UtBty ditaolTcd in thy superior rayi, 
Ine tide of glory, one undoaded blaxe, 
I'erilovr thy courts : the Light himself shall shine 
toTwl'd, and God*s eternal day be thine ! 
1m seas (v) shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 
IfOeks fiUl to dust, and mountains melt away ; 
lat tx'd his word, his saying power remains ; 
liy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah reigns ! 

roFE. 



THE SEASONS; A HYMN. 

Oft hare I seen the laughing Spring, 
Shed her rich blessings o'er the Earth, 
While, bom beneath her fragrant wing, 
Sprung Beauty forth, and Love and Mirth. 

But Spring soon fled, and Summer then 
Her genial heats diffus'd around. 
And Nature's wildest roughest glen 
Was by her hand with verdure crown*d. 

Sweet Summer, too, alas I was doom*d 
To quit the rich and smiling plain : 
For while in fruitfulness she bloom'd, 
Autumn begtai her glorious reign. 

But Autumn's sun soon ceas'd to burn, 
And clouds, which roll'd athwart the sky, 
Declar'd that Winter and his urU 
In viewless icy car was nigh. 



When Winter came, the gorgeous sun 
Tum*d pale, and seem'd to wail YkSa ^mss& 



(p) IM. IL ver. 6. and ch. U^. v«c. V^ 
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And all that late so radinnt shone. 
Now sunk in Winter's Joyless tomb. 

Thus blooming is Life's early spring; 
For Nature on eai^h path hath ^hed 
Her smiles, and Pleasure seekM to ding 
fler garlands round each youthful head. 

2My Spring has fled, and Summer now 
Kii'h o*er my youthful cheek doth breatbr* 
And H(H>n to deck this gladsome brow, 
Autumn her holiest sweets will wreathe. 

Yet, rrc dim Winter's gloomy birth. 
Or Age destroy this cheek of bloom, 
Oh ! I may prevs my mother Eartb, 
And quit this vain world for the tomb. 

Then let me, Lord, at whose command, 
.Summer and Spring and W'inter roll, 
Praise, while Pve life, th* Almighty hind 
That spans the world from pole to pole. 

At morning's light. Lord, of all space,— 
riL praise Thee ; and at close of even ; 
Then lend mi', Lord, some ray of grace 
To light my ti'embliug steps to Heaven. 

aiCUAHD aTAX< 



THE RAINBOW. 



SriLL young and fine, but what la still in tIcw 
We slight as old and soiPd, though fresh and new. 
How bright well ihou'wVi*^ ^Xk«nC%%AiaaGrfaB^CKe 
Thy burnishM tVamwfe wt\i ^V^ tvrix ^Mwr^s 
Whfii Ttfi-Hh, NaVior, \\wn»»> K\«%m> - 
The youthful wor\d'» €^^ «»»««% ^». 
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Did with intcDtive loolu watch erery hour 

For thy new light, and tremble at each show 

When thou doet shine, darkneu looka white 

&ir; 

Forms tnm to music, clouds to smiles and air 

Rain gently spends his honey-drops, and pours 

Balm on the deft earth, milk on grass and flowi 

Bright pledge of peace and sunshine, the sore t; 

Of thy Lord's hand, the object of his eye ! 

When I behold thee, though my light be dim. 

Distant and low, I can in thine see him. 

Who looks upon thee from his glorious throne, 

And minds the oorenant betwixt all and One. 
• • • • • 

TAUOBAK 



• SEASONS FOR THE SOUL'S IMMORTALITY. 

Vn who did ever yet, in honour, wealth, 
Or pleasure of the sense, contentment find ? 

Vho erer ceas*d to wish when he had health ? 
Or, haying wisdom, was not vex*d in mind ? 

tm as a bee, which among weeds doth fall 
Which seem sweet flowers, with lustre fresh and 

lights on this and that, and tasteth all ; 

Qt, pleased with none, doth rise and ^iour away. 

^hen the soul finds here no true content, 
id, like Noah*s dore, can no sure footing take, 
loth return from whence she first was sent, 
id flies to him that first her wings did make. 

DAVIS. 
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VIRTUE. 

SwiET I>A7 ! 80 cool, to calm, lo brlgbi, 
The bridal of the earth and sky ; 
The dew shall weep thy fall to-Digfat ;— 
For thou muat die. 

Sweet Uose ! whose hue, angry and brarei 
IVuU the rash gazer wipe his eye ; 
Thy root is ever in its grave ;— 
And thou muat die : 

Sweet Spring ! full of aweet daya and iwe;) ; 
A box, where sweets comparted lie ; 
rviy music shews ye have your doaes :— ■ 
And all must die. 

Only a sweet and virtiioui aoul, 
Like season'd timber, never givea ; 
But, tho* the whole world turn to coal* 
Then chiefly lives. 

HERBEI1 



A MEDITATION. 

() THOU f>reat Power ! in whom we mofe, 
By whom we live, to whom we diCf.J 

Behold me through thy beams of low, 
W^hilst on this coach of tears I lie, 

And cleanse my sordid soul within 

By thy Christ's blood, the bath of sin. 

No hallow* d oUa, no fums I ueed. 
No new-\KiTU ^Twaa ^ '^t^^o%%s« % 

One roay drofi from \>a>'^\^*%w«A' 

Was '«^oT\da oC U3k% ^» <^ji«oi9a.^»fi«wt>«^-. 
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O precioot rtUMom ; which once paid. 
That CoMummaium est was said. 

Aod wM hy hinit that said do more. 
Bat aod'd it witk his sacred braath ; 

Thoa then, that hast dispurgM our score» 
And dying wert the death of death, 

Be now, whilst on thy name we call, 

Oor life, our strength, our joy, our sJl ! 

WOTTOK. 



, 0EATH OF A CHRISTIAN. 

Calm od the hosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit ! rest thee now ! 
E'er while with ours thy footsteps trod. 

His seal was on thy brow* 

Dost to its narrow house beneath ! 

Soul to its place on high ! 
They that have seen thy look in death, 

No more may fear to die. 

Mas. HEMANfl. 



THE PLACE OF REST. 

THKai is an hour of peaceful rest 
To mourning wanderers given ; 

There is a tear for seiil distrest. 

A balm far every woanded breast— 
'TIs found above— itt heaven ! 

There is a soft, a downy bed, 

'Tis fair as bnath of even : 
A couch for weary iMrtals spr ea d , 
IVhere they may rest thtir aching head, 

And find rep e at in haa^wi ! 
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There iit a home for weeping souUy 

Bv sin and Korrow driven : 
When tost on life'A tenipetituous shoaU 
Where storiiiM arise, and ocean roll*, 
And all n drear— but heaven ! 

There lAitha lifts up the tearful eye. 

The heart with anguish riven : 
And views the tempest pnsMng by, 
The evening shadows quickly Ay, 

And all serene in heaven ! 

There fragraut ilowert immortal blooD, 

And joys supreme are given ; 
Tlierf rayN divine disperse the gloom; 
Bevoiid the confines of the tomb 

m 

Appears the dawn of heaven ! 



ATS 



HYMN. 

Perfect happtncM not earthljf. 

Providevce, profusely kind. 

Whereso'er you turn your eyes, 
Bids you« with a grateful mind. 

View a thousand blemingii ri%e. 

Thankful own what you enjoy ; 

But a changing world, like this, 
WliKre a thousand fears annoy. 

Cannot give you perfect blias* 

Perfect ^U«s rti^dea above, 
Far aibove ^oa vawe« ^-^ \ 
ilUs tlmt menu iSX 1««« V«*, 




,, - '■ 
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When your iMHwm breathes a sigh. 

Or your eye emits a tear, 
Let your wishes rise on high, 

Ardent rise to bliss sincere. ▲. sriiuc. 



TRANSLATION. 

PeUtgrino Gaudemu 

BaioBTXST of spirits ! proudly thron*d on high, 
* Midst the gold flames that flash from star and sun, 
Id the wide deserts of th* ether ial sky«- 
Th* Incomprehensible, Alm'.ghty One ! 
Dart the pure radiance of Thy presence down 
On thb benighted vale ;— to mortal eye 
Display the splendours of thy majesty, 
And open all the glories of thy throne. 
Ages of old Thee recognised,— tho* seen 
Dimly amidst thy works :^-and man uprais'd 
Temples and altars to Thy shadow'd name. 
A God, a Father aU Thy works proclaim. 
Who is, and shall be, and hath ever been, 
Though vell'd in darkness, and in silence prais*d ! 

BowaiKo. 



A PARAPHRASE ON PSALM LXXIV. 16, 17. 

**11>e dsy U thine : the night <Um> is thine, thou 

*<ba>t prepared tnc lisht and thecun. 
*< Thou h««t set all the borden of the earth ; thou 

** halt made summer and winter.** 

My God ! all nature owns thy sway. 
Thou giv'st the night, and thou the day ! 
When all thy lov'd creation wiSict, 
Wben moroing, rich in luatr«» bT«i]km, 
And bBtbea in dew the (ip*iimK €Lo^ct^ 
To Tbee we owe her fragnal bons ^ m 

O 1 
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And wlien she poun ber clwnl mnik. 
Her melodies to Thee belonjr ! 
Or when, in paler tints array*d, 
The eveninfi^ slowly spreads her shade ; 
That soothing shade, that grateful gloom. 
Can, more than day*s enlivening bloom. 
Still ev'rv fond and vain desire, 
And calmer, purer thoughts inspire ; 
From Mirth the pensive spirit free. 
And lead the 8often*d heart to Thee. 

In evVy scene thy hands have dressM. 
In evVy form by Thee impress'd. 
Upon the mountain's awful head, 
Or where the sheltVing woods are spread; 
In evVy note that swells the gale. 
Or tuneful stream that cheers the vale. 
The cavern's depth, or echoing gro\'e, 
A voice is heard of praise, and love. 
Ah o*er thy works the seasons roll, 
And sooth, with change of bliss, the soul. 
Oh never may their smiling train 
Pass o'er the human soul in voio ! 
But oft, as on the charm we gaze. 
Attune the wond'ring soal to praise. 
And be that joy what most we prize 
The joys that from thy favour rise ! 

XISS W1I.LIA 

HYMN. 

In the dust I*m domn'd to sleeps 
But shall not tVcc^ for ever ; 
Fear may tor a vomnx '^stfc^. 
Christian ooarafi^-^iieft*. 
Yean In rapiiA coi«sa iSmS^t^* 
By time's cbaitot 4«Vf«»» 
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A nd my re*«w«kcn*d aoiil 
WiDg iU flight to >heaTieo. 

What tho* o*er my martal tomb 

Clouds and mists be blending? 

Sweetest hopes shall chase lL« glaomf 

Hopes to heaven ascending. 

These shall be my stay, my trust. 

Ever bright and vemsd ;— 

Life shall blossom out of dust, 

Life and joy eternal. aowaiNu. 



THE FOLLY OF ATHEISM. 

Dull Atheist ! could a giddy dance 

Of atoms lawless hari*d, 
Construct so wonderful,, so wise, , 

So harmoniz'd a world ? 

Why do not Arabe's driving sands, 

ITie sport of ev*ry storm. 
Fair freighted fleets, the child of chance, 

Or gorgeous temples form ? 

Presumptuons wretch, thyself torrey, 

That lesser fabric scan ; 
Tell me from whence th* immortal.du4t, 

The god, the reptile man ? 

Where wast thou when this pop'lont earth 

From chaos burst its way? 
When stars exulting sang the rntut^. 

And hail*d the new-born da^ 2 

WhBi, when the embryo «^«^ nlVl^ 
The miniature of m«in« 
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NursM in the womb, its slender form 
To stretch and swell began. 

Say> didst thou warp the fibre woof? 

Or mould the sentient brain? 
Thy fingers stretch the living nerve ? 

Or fill the purple vein ? 

Didst thou then bid the bounding heart 

Its endless toil begin ? 
Or clothe in flesh the hard*ning bone 

Or weave the silken skin? 

Who bids the babe, to catch the breeze. 
Expand its panting breast ; 

And with impatient hands, untaught, 
The millcy rill arrest. 

Or who, with uneztinguish'd love* 
The mother's bosom warms. 

Along the rugged paths of life 
To bear it in her arms. 

A God ! a God ! the wide cuth shouu! 

A God ! the heavens reply ; 
He moulded in bis palm the world. 

And hung it in the sky. 

Let us make man !— With bemuty dad, 

And health in ev*ry vein ; 
And reason thron*d upon his brow* 

Stepp*d forth miotic man. 

Around he turns his wand*ring eyo^ 
All Nature's works turveya ! 

Admires the earth; the skies, UmHlf ! 
And tries his tongue in pniae. 
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Ye hills and vales! ye meads and woods, 

Blight sun, and glittVing stars, 
Fair creatures, tell me, if you can. 

From whence and what I am ? 

What parent power, all great and good. 

Do these around me own ; 
Tell me, creation, tell me how 

T* adore the vast Unknown ! 

DAEWIir. 



HYMN. 

Jestu Teaching the People* 

How sweetly flow'd the gospel's sound 
From lips of gentleness and grace. 

When listening thousands gather'd round. 
And joy and reyerence fiUM the place ! 

From heaven he came— of heaven he spoke. 
To heav*n he led hu followers* way ; 

Dark clouds of gloomy night he hroke. 
Unveiling an immortal day. 

*' Come wanderers, to my Father's home, 
" Come, all ye weary ones and rest !" 

Yes ! sacred Teacher, — ^we will come — 
Obey thee, — love thee and be blest ! 

Decay then, tenements of dust 
Pillars of earthly pride, decay ! 

A nobler mansion waits the Just, 
And Jesos has prepared >!bA frvj* 
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THE CREATION FINISHED AND 8URVEYE1X 

HxRK finished he, and all that he had made 
View'd, and hchold all is entirely good ; 
So ev*u and mora accomplish M the sixth day ; 
Yet not till the Creator from his work 
Desisting, though unvrearied, up retum'd, 
Up to the lleav*n of Heav'us his high abode, 
Thence to lielicrfd this new-created world, 
'l*h' addition of his empire, how it showM 
In prospect from hia throne, how good, how fair, 
Answering Iiis great idea. Up he rode, 
Followed by Hcciniiiation and the sound 
Symphonious of ten thousand harps, that tun'd 
Angelic liar monies ; the earth, the air, 
llew>unded, (thou remember 'st, for thou h^jrd'st) 
The heavens and all the constdlations rang. 
The planets in their stations listening stood. 
While the bright pomp aieeuded jubilant. 
Open, ye everlasting gates, they sang. 
Open, ye heav'ns, your everlasting doors ; let in 
The great Creator from his work return *d 
Magnificent} bb aix daya work, a world. 

mi-TO! 



GOD IS LOVE. 



*Tis tweet when oloudless suns ariai^ 

As through the vale we move; 
Bat, oh, more sweet to recognise, 
Through dreary nights and starless aklss, 
The smiling £ue of Love ! 

I hail the breeze that, soft and olaaTp 

Wafts induence from above ; 
But chief the itonik dcfU^^Ud 
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While breathes o'er faith*s attentive ear, 
The whisp'riug roice of Love ! 

When health inTigoratea the firame, 

Let joy the bliss improve ; 
But torturing pain and fev£r*s flame. 
With teaching pow*r alike proclaim 

The tender hand of Love ! 

Thou canst not weep, (rail child of day. 

Such blessings taught to prove ; 
Each cloud, that dims thy upward way. 
Shall more endear the glorious day 

That gilds the land of Love ! 

ANON 



LINE& 



. **I hsvehesrdofTheehy the besringof tbecar, butnow 

mine eye Mtth thee.** 

The spirit of Beauty smiles over tha earth, 
Still fresh, as when Eden ri|}oic*d in her birth ; 
A seraph might gaze on these scenes as his own, 
0*er which yon large star like a seraph looks down. 
Oh ! now, when intensely on valley and hill. 
The breath of their Maker seems viaiUe still, — 
Each coil of my nature its long sleep onfolds. 
As if yearning to mingle with what it beholds. 
And the calm of the sky, and the bine of the sea. 
Are like the bright features of lov'd ones to me, 
Tiio' still sin and sorrow their victim retain, 
I feel not their presence,— I drag not their chain. 
Oh ! stem as the tempest, misfortunes might pour, 
Their darkneaa around me, Gonid firaL<c^VMN3% «dAs0%> 
Nat tbe Heree pangs of deat\i co>]l<i Ck^ ori&ss&'Gi^ 'tS'^ 
Men, 
If my dying eye gascd on a c\ory >Sy» ^^*»* ^ 
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HY5IN. 

When Jesus, by the Virgin brought, 
So nms the law of Heav*ii, 

Was offer'd huly to the Lord, 
And at the altar g1v*n; 

Simeon the just and the deTout, 
Who, frequent in the fane. 

Had fur the Saviour waited long, 
But waited still in vain. 

Come, Ileav'n directed, at the hour 
When Mary held her Son ; 

He stretched forth his aged arms ; 
While tears of gladness run : 

With holy juy upon his face 
The good old father smil'd, 

Whih; fondly in his withered arms 
He dasp'd the promis'd Child. 

And then he lifted up to Heav*n 

An earnest asking eye; 
My joy is full, my hour is come. 

Lord, let thy servant die. 

At last my arms embrace my Lord, 
Now let their vigour cease: 

At last uiy eyes my Saviour see. 
Now let them close In peace ! 

The star and glory of the land 
Hath now beguir to shine ; 

The morning tbat «bail %U.d the f^bbe 
Breaks on ihoae e^c^ o^ ts&xi»\ 
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WRITTEN AT SEA. 



When the bark by a gentle breath is driven, 
And the bright sun dances in the heaven 
Up and downi as the roclcing boat 
Upon ihe ridgy waves doth float— 
And the fresh sea spri nicies the sloping deck, 
And nought is seen but some snowy speck 
On the distant verge— and the sky above. 
And the waters around — *tis sweet to move 
Gladly from one to another strand, 
Guided by some invisible hand. 
Gladly, aye ! for him who leaves 
No friend behind, who dreams, and grieves, 
And dreads that every breezy breath 
Is the wing'd charioteer of death, 

Ah ! that love is a fearful thing; 
It hovers round on a vampire's wing : 
Darkness is its abode— It dwells 
In caverns and spectre>peopled cells: 
'Tis wont to play with phantoms dread, 
And wreathe* the aconite round its head: 
The desert and the grove it seeks. 
And clouds are on its splendent cheeks ; 
And it sits in storms,— and builds its throne 
lu terror's dark pavilion; 
And its bright and spirit*piereing eyes 
Are shrouded in thick anxieties. 

Onwards ! onwards l-^-lo, we sweep 
The heaving bosom of the deep,— 
Freshens the wind! — ^how gay to ride 
On the pinions of the Eternal tide, 
And to live, as it wer«, \n \\(t^^« cx<»%&^ 
*Mfdai the wild waters* frow«Lrdv\«a\ 
It i§ a» if life's currents too, 
Driren by an impulse atranc^ vAditw^^^ 




WsbMd ibt i^ 
''■■r bark sMidaM 
ADd lb* frak bn 
For lu rtpiiM tha 
And We all (lamb 
Thou Steerer ol 
Our liiilg v^k1,~ 
£■>" w»Tt, araoDd 
HKTen'i ODopy 1 
And .cMtcr'd tkri 
io wsA u« to our 
Thou! iTbaMomn 
The mtghtr oetan 
^fu < (ubject TMI 
Who Jn th. bntn 
An beard -ijtc t, 
OFwhw! Jmyjo 
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HYMN. 

AwAKK, mj soul! lift up tbine eyes, 

See where thy foes againit thee riae. 

In long array, a numVous host; '• 

Awake, my soul, or thou art lost. \ 

Here giant Danger threat*ning stands ^ 

MostVing bis paU terrific bands ; {I 
There Pleasare's silken banners spread. 

And wiUiiig sonls are captiTe led. h 

See where rebellious passions rage. 
And fierce desires and lusts engage ; 
The meanest foe of all the train 
Has thousand of ten thousand shdn. 

Thou tread *st upon enchanted ground, 
Perils and snares beset thee round ; 
Beware of all, guard ev*ry part, 
But most the traitor In thy heart. 

C^nne then, my soul, now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortal shield ; 
Put on the armour from above 
Of heav'nly truth and heav*nly love. 

The terror and the charm repel. 
And pow'rs of earth, and pow*rs of hell. 
The man of Calvary triumph'd here ; 
Why should his faithful followers fear? 

MRS. BAKBAIILD. 



THE POPLAR FIELD. 



'MB poplars are fell'd, farewell to the shade, 
nd the whispering sound of the cool colonnade ; 
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Die winds play no longer and sing in the learn. 
Nor Ousti on his bosom their image receives. 

'I'fvolve years have elaps*d, since I last took n vien' 
< )r my favourite finhl, aud the bank where they grew , 
An<l MOW in the grass behold they aze laid. 
And the tree is my wRt, that once lent me a »haJe. 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat, 
^^'h(.Mv the hazels afford him a screen from the heat. 
A lid tlie scene, where his melody charmed me betbrr, 
U«>suunds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

My t'lif^itive years are all hasting away, 
And 1 must ere long lie as lowly as they. 
With H turf on my breast, and a stone at my head. 
r.rt> anotlior such grove shall arise in its stead, 

'Tis a tiiglit to engage me, if any thing can, 
'I'o muse on the perishing pleasure of man ; 
Though hh life l>e a dream, his enjoyments, I see. 
TIavo ii txMng less durable even than he. 

COWFF.K 



HYMN. 



1 HAVE seen the morning ^upour 
Saitter'd by the eye of day ; 
I have seen the evening taper 
Shine, and glimmer, and decay ; 
And bethought me, as I stood, 
Tlicse are man's similitude. 

Mati IS Vike «k v«^\\iv dyin^ 
With l\ic IwAvftVa «4 « vVit \^\ ^ 
Man IS Uke a v*^\«i \»wv^ ^1^^^ 
la its soVilatv cA\^ 
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Light and shad e md ill and good- 
Such U man's Ticissitudt. 

Man in like a Tapoor, blending 
With the dew of morning's breath ; 
Man is like a pale lamp tending 
To its mtlancholy death : 
Neither spar'd by whirlwinds rado— 
Such is man's similitude. 

BOWaiNO. 



HYMN IN MEDITATION OF THE DAY OF 
JUDGMENT. 
MsacT, my Judge ! mercy I cry, 
With blushing cheek and bleeding eye ; 
The conscious colours of my sin, 
Are red without, and pale within. 

O, let thine own soft bowels pay 
Thyself, and so discharge that day ! 
If sin can sigh. Lore can fbrgivs, 
O, say the word, my soul shall Uts ! 

Those mercies wlxch thy Mary found. 
Or who thy cross confess'd and crown' d, 
Hope tells my heart, the same lores be 
Still alive, and still for me. 

Though both my prayers and^ tears combine. 
Both worthless are, for they are mine ; 
But thou thy bounteous self still be. 
And show thou art by saving me. 

O ! when thy last frown shall prodatek 
ne AockM of goats, to folds et Aas&ft« 
A ad mil tbj lost sheep found sYiaW^ 
Let "Come, ye blessed,** then caSl vm^ 
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Wht'ii the dread *' Ite" slmU divide 
Tho^e rniibn of death from thy left side, 
L<;1 those life-^fpeakiiig li|M comxnand, 
That I inherit the right hand. 

1) ! bear a Kuppliaiit heart all craaht, 
And crumbled into coutrite dust : 
My hope, my fear, my Judge, my friend, 
Take charge of me, and of my end. 

C&A8UAH. 



STANZAS. 

How happy is he bom, or taught. 
That (ierveth not another's will ! 

Whotie armour is his honest thought. 
And simple truth has utmost skill. 

Who^ passions not his masten are ; 

Whose boul is still prepar'd for death ; 
Untied unto the world, with care 

Of public Jamt or private hreaih ; 

Who euvies none that chance doth raise. 
Nor Vice : who never understood 

IIow deepest wounds are given— -by praise ; 
Nor ruleft of s/rjte,— but rules of ^oorf; 

Who hath his life from rumours freed; 

Whtne conscience is his stronfp retnaC 
Who.se btate cjin neither flatterers feed 

Nor, ruin make oppressors gmt ; 

Who God dotVi, YttSkft sxvd early, pny, 
More of ViVa grace ^JtoWk gijU >»>asi^\ 

And enierUiiua \.Y« \»xtB^«aa ^sbi, 
With a T^«>o«» ^so*"^ ** »«»^ 
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Thif man if freed from eenrile buide 

Of hope to rite, or fear to fall ; 
Lord of himielf, though not of lands ; 

And haying nothing, yet hath all. 

8ia HmaT wottok. 



PSALM VI. 

O SFAai nie> Lord, nor o*er my head 
The fulness of thy Tengeance iJied. 
With pitying eye my weakness view, 
Heal my vex*d soul» my strength renew ; 
And O, if yet my sins demand 
The wise corrections of thy hand. 
Yet give my pains their lx»unds to know, 
And fix a period to my woe. 
Return, great God, return, and aare 
Thy servant from the greedy grare. 
Shall Death's long- silent tongue, O say, 
The records of thy power dbplay, 
X)r Pale Corruption's startled ear, 
Thy praise within its prison hear ! 
By langonr, grief, and care opprest. 
With groans perpetual heaves my breast. 
And tears, in large profusion shed. 
Incessant lave my sleepless bed. 
My life, though yet in mid career, 
Beholds the winter of its year, 
(While clouds of grief around me roll. 
And hostile storms invade my soul.) 
Relentless from my cheek the trace 
Of youth and blooming VieaXxVi «t%»(<t 
And spread before my wa&vVi^^ %>^^> 
The shades of all-obacaT\nf^ ik\%VvV. 



To undl 

ODnaiti 

Bit irbni J 
Prom ria 

^^Twn lift 
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airer, CMse, petitions yet remain, 
ich Heaven may hear, nor deem reiifion vain. 
I raise, for good, the supplicating voice, 
: leave to Heaven the measure and the choice ; 
! in bis power, whose eyes discern afar 
i secret ambush of a specious prayer. 
»lore hb aid, in bis decisions rest 
ire, wbateVr he gives, he gives the best : 
, when the sense of sacred presence fires, 
I strong devotion to the skies aspires, 
ir forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 
idient passions, and a will resigu*d ; 
love, which scarce collective man can fill, 
patience sovVeign o*er transmuted ill ; 
faith that, panting for a happi«r seat, 
nta death kind nature's signal for retreat ; 
se goods for man the laws of Heaven ordain, 
se goods he grants, who grants the power to 

gain; 
h these celestial Wisdom calms the mind, 
1 makes the happiness she does not find. 

JOHNSON. 



THE Vlllth PSALM TRANSLATED. 

O Kino eternal and divine ! 

The world is thine alone : 
Above the stars thy glories shine. 

Above the heavens thy throne. 

How far extends thy mighty name ! 

Where'er the son can roll, 
That sun thy wonders shall proclaim. 

Thy deeds from pole to pole. 

The infant's tongiM shall speak thy poww» 
And Tindioila thy laws j 
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'l*he tongu« that nerer spoke before. 
Shall labour in thy canae. 

For when I lift my thoughts and eyes, 
And view the hearcus around. 

Yon atretcbiug waste uf azors skjes. 
With stars and planets crowii*d. 

Who ill their dance attend the Moon, 
The empress of the night, 

And pour around her silver throne 
llieir tributary light : 

Ix)rd ! what is mortal man, that he 
Thy kind regard should share? 

What is his son, who claims from thee. 
And challenges thy care? 

Next to the blest Angelie kind. 
Thy hands created man, 

And this inferior world aaslgn'd 
To dignify his span. 

Him all revere, and all obey 

His delegated reign ; 
The flockH that through the valley ttny, 

The herds that graze the plain. 

The furious tiger speeds his ilgfal. 
And trembles at his power; 

In fear of his supericw might. 
The lions ceaae to roar. 



Whatever \m«i\^ tnnmMiBt^ <....—. 
The pai\ia Y«a«aAk ^^ «».« 
riielr king, at %^««^ «"*^^ 
And •ntttw^'Jr ^^' 
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O Lord ! how fiur exteub tky name ! 

Where'er the mm ctn roU, 
That Sim thy wooden ahBll prodaim ; 

Thy deeds fipom pole to pole. 



riTT. 



HYMN. 



Turn glorious armies of the sky 
To thee, Almighty Kiog, 

Triumphant anthems consecrate* 
And hallelujahs sing. 

But still their most exalted flights 
Fall rastly short of thee : 

How distant then firem human praise 
Most thy perfections be ! 

Yet howy my God, shall I refrain. 
When to my ravish'd sense 

Each creature every where around 
Displays thy exeellence ! 

The actiTe lights that shine above, 

In their eternal dance. 
Reveal their skilful Maker's fnraise 

With siknt elegance. 

The Uushes of ths asom confess 
That thou art still more lair, 

When in the East its beams revive, 
To gUd the fields of air. 

The firagmot, the refresh\ik(\ff«i!iA 

Of ev'ry flow'ry \>UMini 
In balmy whispers own, froBi TV«» 
Their ples^Bg odmism ooinA« 



THIS SAC&ED LYRE. 

Tbe aingmg blrda, tbt imbliiif wli 

And waters murin'riDg fUl, 
To praiH tb« Ant AJmij;hIy duufl 

With Jirnnt vuica calL 
Thy num'rous wurka cult tbce thu 

Anil iball 1 lilrDt be ? 
No j rather let me erase to breathe, 

Than ceue frotn praulu^ The* 



^ 



BiuoLD, where, breathing lore dirl 
Our dying Muter atuid* '. 

Hi* weeping fallowen, gKlh'ring n 
Keceire hi* lul caumuudi. 

Prom that mild Teuher'i parting U 
Whal tender accenti fell ! 

The gentle precept wblcfa he gave 
Became ili author well. 

" Bint !■ the man whow lon'niiv 1 
" Feela all anoiber'* pain : 

" To whom thB auppllcating >ja 
" Waa never nli'd la Tain. 

"WbOM breait expand* with gan'tw 



" He ipread* hi* kind aupportl^ ac 

"Toev'ry chiidofgrieff 
" HI* eecret bounty larielf flow^ 
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" To gentie offices of love 

'' Bis feet are never slow ; 
" He views, through mercy's melting eye, 

" A brother in a foe. 

'* Peace from the bosom of his God, 

** My peace to him I give ! 
** And when he kneels before the throne, 

'* His trembling soul shall live. 

" To him protection shall be shown, 

'* And mercy from above, 
" Descend on those who thus fulfil 

•* The perfect law of love.** 

MRS. BAXBAULD. 



IMMORTALITY. 

MMOETAL ! ages paft, yet nothing gone ! 
lorn without eve ! a rac^ without a goal ! 
fnshorten'd by progression infinite ! 
^tnrity for ever future ! life 
tcginning still, where computation ends ! 
ris the description of a Deity ! 
n» the description of the meanest slave. 
Immortal ! what can strike the sense so strong 
s this the soul ? it thunders to the thought"; 
.eason amazes, gratitude o*erwhelms; 
o more we slumber on the brink of fate ; 
:ous*d at the sound, th* exulting soul ascends, 
nd breathes her native air ; an air that feeds 
mbition high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
*uick-kindles all that is divine within us; 
or leaves one loitering thought beneath the stars* 
Immortal ! was but one immortal, how 
Tould others envy ! how would thrones adovt 



i 
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BiH!au3e 'lis common, is the blcMing loit? 
How this ties up the boaoteoiu hand of Heavrn 
() vain, ^tiin, vain ! alL else : eternity I 
A ^lo^iollH, and a needful refufte thaCt 
From vile Imprimniaent in ubject views. 
'Til imiiiorulity, 'tin that alone, 
Amidttt life's pains, aba-Hement;*, cmplin^s. 
The Mtul ran romfort, elevato, and till. 
Kternity dei>endin^ covers all ; 
Sets earth at distunce, casts her into •badec; 
Blends her distinction ; abrogate* her poiv'r» ; 
The low, the li>fty, joyous, and severe* 
Fortune's dreiid frowns, and fascinatinf; smiles. 
Make tuie promiscuous, and neglected heap, 
The man beneath ; if I may call him man. 
Whom immortality'4 full force inspires. 
Nothing; terrestrial touches his high thought ; 
Suns shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard, 
Hy minds qnite conscious of their high deacroti 
Their present province, and their future priie. 
Divinely darting upu-ard every wish, 
Warm on the wing, in glorious absence lost. 

Doubt you this truth? why labours your belief? 
If eartii's whole orb by some due-di*tanc'd eye 
Was seen at once, her t<iw*ring Alps would suik 
And levell'd Atlas leave an even sphere. 
Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire. 
It swallowed in eternity's vast round. 
To that stupendous view when louls awake. 
So lar<je of late, so mountainous to anan, 
rime's toys subside ; and equal all below. 

YOVSQ' 
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HTMN. 
For EaaUr Sunday, 

AoAiir Um Lord of life and light 

Awakes the kindling my; 
Uniwli the ejalids of the mom, 

And poun inorMiiag day, 

O irliat a night waa that which wrapt 
The heathen workl in gloom ! 

O what a ana whieh broke this daeft ■ 
Triumphant from the tomb 1 

This day be grateful homage paid, 

And loud hosannas sung ; 
Let gladness dwell in ev*ry heart, 

And praise on eT*ry tongue. 

Ten thousand diflTring lips shall join 
To hail this welcome morn ; 

Which scatters blessings from its wings 
To nations yet unborn. 

Jesus, the friend of human kind, 
With strong compassion moT*d, 

Descended, like a pitying God, 
To save the souls be loT*d. 

Hm posr'ra of darkness leagn*d in vain 

To bind his soul in death ; 
He shook their kingdom, when he fell^ 

With his expiring breath. 

Not long the toils of hell could keep 

The hope of Judah*8 line ; 
Corruption never could take hold 

On ought so much divine. 

And BOW his conqu*ring chariot wheels 
Atceoid the lofty skies ; 
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And still for erriiijf, guil 

A brolher'H pity ti»wi 
Aiiil Mtill his bWtliiii? In 

With im-mi y of our 
To th«v, my Sjiviour an 

C.l.ul honiam' li't mi" i 
Ami >t;iiJ(l prrpiirM, lik 

\ViTli tlu»' that I ma 



HYMN. 
Ilnhitual Be 

Will IF tlire I SJ<'»'1<« P"' 

Bi' my vain wi>hoM s 

An«l may thi> conM»rrn 

tt':.i. i...*<.>i> li<tik*>« 111 
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My iMtrt shmll find delight In pnlie, 
Or wetk relief in pny*r. 

When gladneflt wings my fiiToar*d hour. 
Thy love my thoughts shall fill: 

Resign'd, when storms of sorrow ]ow*ri 
My soul shall meet thy will. 

My lifted eye, without a tear, 

The low*ring st<n7n shall see ; 
My steadfast heart shall know no fear ; 

That heart will rest on thee ! 

HKLKK MAEIA WILLIAMS. 



WRITTEN AT MIDNIOHT, 

IS A THUNDBX STOSM. 

Lit coward Guilt, with pallid Fear, 

To shelt*ring caverns fly. 
And Justly dread the vengeful fote 

That thunders through the sky. 

Protected by that hand, whose law 
The threafning storms obey. 

Intrepid Virtue smiles secure. 
As in the blaze of day. 

In the thick cloud's tremendous gloom. 
The lightning's lurid glare, 

It views the same all-gracious Power 
That breathes the vernal air. 

Through nature's ever-varying scene. 
By different ways pursued. 

The one eternal end of Heaven 
Is universal good : 

With like beneficent effect 
O'er flaming ether glowa^ 
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He laid ailde ; and here with ua to be, 

Fonook the courts of everlastinf^ day. 
And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay* 

Say, heavenly Muse, Khali not thy sacred vein 

Afford a present to the Infant- God? 

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain, 

To welcome him to this his new abode, 

Now while the heaven, by the sun's team untrod. 

Hath ta*en no print of the approaching light 
And all the npangled host kept watch in squadrono 
bright? 

See, how from far, upon the eastern road, 
The star-led wizards haste with odours sweet : 
O run, prevent them with thy humble ode. 
And lay it lowly at his blessed feet ; 
Have thou the honour first thy Lord to greet. 

And join thy voice unto the angel-quire, 
From out his secret altar touch *d with hallow'd fire. 

MILTON. 



THE PETIT- M All llE CLERGYMAN. 

I VENKaATB the man whone heart is warm. 
Whose hands ure pure, whose doctrine and wh(»se 

life 
Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 
That he is honest in the sacred cause. 
To such I render more then mere respect, 
"Whose actions say that they respect themsdives. 
But, loose in morals, and in manners vain, 
In conversation frivolous, in dress 
£xtreme, at once rapacious and profuse ; 
FVequent In park, with lady at his side, 
Ambling and prattling scandal as he goes ; 
But rare at home, and never at hU booka« 
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TbTonth the Mlt silence of the 

Your fiery enence can dlatll nc 
Bum In your sli^hi, and borro' 
Seaa wept from our deep mrro 
He, who with all beaven'a her 

Enter'd the world, now bin 
Aba, how anon oar dn 

ire doth begin 

Hl> Infancy to aeiie ! 

more eicpedlng lore, or laiir 
'MI law indeed, but more mc 
For we, by rigbtfiil doom rem 
Ware l«l In death, Ul[ he, tbi 
Hl|h.throned In wcret btin, I 
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WINTER. 

See, how rude Winter's icy hand 
Haa Btripp'd the trees, and scalM the ^ound ! 
But Spring shall soon his rage withstand, 
And spread new beauties all around. 

My soul a sharper winter mourns 
Barren and fruitless I remain ; 
When will the gentle spring return. 
And bid my graces grow again ? 

Jesus, my glorious sun, arise ! 

*T!s thine the frozen heart to move : 

Oh ! hush these storms, and clear my ikies* 

And let me feel my vital love ! 

Dear Lord, regard my feeble cry, 
I faint and droop till thou apjtear; 
Wilt thou ])ermit thy pbiut to die? 
Must it be winter all the year ? 

Be still, my soul, and wait his hour. 
With humble prayer, and patient faith ; 
Till he reveals his gracious power. 
Repose on what his promise salth. 

He, by whose all-commanding words* 
Seasons their changing course maintain. 
In every change a pledge affords, 
That none shall seek lils face in vain. 

KXWTOK. 



r 



SPRING. 

Plsasikg Spring again is here ; 
Trees and fields in bloom appeal*. 
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Hark ! the birds, with artless lays. 
Warble their Creator's praise ! 
Where, in winter, all was soow, 
Now the flowers in clusters grow, 
And the com, in green array, 
Promises a harvest-day. 

What a change has taken place ! 
Emblem of the spring of grace ; 
How the soul, in winter, mourns 
Till the Lord, the Sun, returns ; 
Till the Spirit's gentle rain 
Bids the heart revive again ; 
Then the stone is turned to flesh. 
And each grace springs forth afresh. 

Lord, afford a spring to me ! 

Let me feel like what I see : 

Ah ! my winter has been long, 

ChillM my hopes, and stopp*d my song ! 

Winter threatened to destroy 

Faith and love, and every joy ; 

If thy ^fe was in the root, 

Still I could not yield the fruit. 

Speak, and by thy gracious voice 
Make my drooping soul rejoice; 
O beloved Saviour, haste. 
Tell me all the storms are past ! 
On thy garden deign to smile, 
liaise the plants, ^rtch the soil ; 
Soon thy presence will restore 
Life to what seem*d dead before. 

Lord, I long to be at home, 
Where these changes never come ; 
Where the saints no winter fear, 
Where 'tis spriof^ thtQiM^oM\^%^«Kx^ 



THfliiaii th* mom mar ba Knmfi, 
And not ■ Ihmt'ning cloud Iw m 
Vlii> •-nil undertake tn nj 
"rwill bp iilriuaiit all the day ? 
TrmiirMa tuddruir n»r riw, 
llarkiii'is ovrnprrad thr skirt. 
Lii;htijiii)r« lliuh. and thunder* rot 
Erit a ihlin-riv'd day be o'er. 

Oltrn thus the rlilld nf ifran 
Kntm on liU ChrUliaii net; 
Guilt mid fniir are overborne. 
'Til with him a mimnier'a mom ! 
WhiJ.> his new^lell joys abound, 
All tliities imm to smilr amund ; 
And he biipn It will be fntr. 
All the <luy, and all the jrtx. 

Should we wam hiif of a ehan|[e 
He would think the raution Hrang 
He no ebanjie or (mulile frara. 
Till the ijiith'ring Kiorm appean; 
Till diirk clouds his sun coiiced. 
Till lemputlon's power he feel; 
Then he trnnbVea aoi \ni^ V^ 
All fai* hi>]>n iai u»in%B W&. 
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But the wonder-working Laid 
Sooth* the tempeal by hi* word ; 
SlillB the thunder, itopa the nio, 
And hu lun break* fortb agiia. 
Soon the cloud again rttuma, 
Now he Joys, and uow he Muium* ; 
Oft hit iky is OTercul, 
Ere the dajr of life be pait. 
Tried belicTere loo csn aay. 
In the coune of one abort daft 
Though the isorniDg ha* bean itlr, 
ProY'd a golden hour of prayer, 
Sin and ShUii, long ere night, 
Have their comfort* pot to flight : 
AbJ what beart-felt peace and joy 
Unexpected ttortn* deetroy ! 

Deareet SbtIout, call lu won 
To thy high eternal noon; 
Never there ihall tempeat rise. 
To eoncen] Thee from our eye* ; 
Satan thall no more deeelve. 
We no more Thy ipirit grleTe; 
Butt through eloudleea endlea* daya, 
Sound, to golden barpi, thy pnbe . 



HOUD JOYS. 
I quit tbe world'* fiiQta*Iie joys, 
Hrr bononra are hot Idle toy*, 

Her blii* an empty ihade ; 
Like mettora in the midnighl iky. 
That glitter for a wkile, and dk. 

Her glorict ftwfa, koA t*M. 
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Let fools for ricbei striTe and toil. 
Let fpreetly miudt divide the ipolly 

*Ti8 all too mean for me ; 
Al>ove the earth, above the akiet. 
My bold aspirinf wishes rise. 

My God, to heaven, and thee ! 

source of glory, life, and love ! 
Whcii to thy courts T mount above. 

On contemplation's wings, 

1 look with pity and disdain 
On all the pleasures of the vain, 

Ou all the pomp of kings. 

Thy beauties, rising in my right, 
Divinely sweet, divinely bright. 

With raptures fill my breast : 
Though robb'd of all my worldly store. 
With thee I never can be poor. 

But must be ever blest. 



INCARNATION. 

Mortals, awake, with angels Join, 
And chant the solemn lay ; 

Love, Joy, and gratitude combine 
To bail the auspicious day. 

In heaven the rapt'rona song began, 

And sweet seraphic fire 
Through all the shining leglooa imn 

And swept the sounding lyre. 

The theme, the song, the Joy waa atv, 

To each angelic tonguct 
Swift through the realms of light il 

A nd loud the «^o Toaa^. 
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Down thnmgb tha poitila of tba Aj 

The pollDg uiUum ran, . 
And uigel) flew, with ttgtr joj 

To bskr Uig newa to man. 

Hu-k! the cherubic armlM (hout, 

Aod glory Iculi tha h>ii( : 
Fnva aod aiJvKlion awall tlu nota 

Of til lh« botTaolr ttai«Dg. 

With Joy tba ataonu we'll mpcsl, 

" Glorr to God on hlgb ; 
" Good will and peaoa We now cemjdata, 

" Jmiu wu bmi to dia." 

Hail '. FriDoa of Life, for avar bail. 

Redeemer, Brother, Friend! 
Tha' nrth, and time and ilia ihould Mi, 

Thy piala* aliall iwver eod. 



Soon will that aolemn hour appear, 

When I aball liear tba Knind 
Of the lait trump ; Iben when. Oh ', wliere 

Shall thoo, mj aoul be found ? 
" Hat dag," that Taat impoilant Day '. 

WiU fix tbr final doom ; 
And cali to ilfe tbie moulder'd day, 

fVom tha dark ^ent tomb. 



Tbli bodr raii'd shall there pvan 
A form M yet unknown % 

There CT'ry toDfOa mun tiun u 
Hat ChiiMkLotaibHik. 
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No righteoiuniefls m j hands have wrought' 

Shall ever form my plea : 
My soul recoils at such a thought ; 

( A firmer hope for me 1) 

Thy mercy, in that trying scene, 

Is all my hope and stay : 
No blood but thine can wash me clean. 

Or purge my guilt away. 

My most devoted acts, when try*d» 

Will never stand the test ; 
Where can a guilty sinner hide, 

But iu his Saviour*s breast. 

Jesus, my " rock/' on which I build. 

My solemn hope of heaven ; 
Shall be my righteousness and shield. 

And whisper ** Tm /or^ven," 

O for that wisdom to prepare, 

To meet a peaceful end ! 
And, when I stand before that bar. 

May Jesus be my friend ! 

STDKAT. 



RESIGNATION. 

Thvsx hearts, alas! cleave to the duat 

By strong and endless ties : 
Whilst ev*ry sorrow cuts a itring. 

And urges us to rise. 

When Heaven would Idndly set nt ft«i^ 

And earth's enchantment end ; 
It takes the most effectual way, 

And To\» >aa qC n Mend* ^ 




THE SACRED LYRE. 

Resign— and all the load of life 
That moment you remove ; 

Its heavy load, ten thoiuand cares, 
Devolve on One above— 

Who bids us lay our burden down 

On His almighty hand ; 
Softens our duty to relief, 

To blessing a command. 

TO 



THE CIRCUMCISION. 

Rise, thou best and brightest momiiit 

Rosy with a double red. 
With thine own blush thy cheeks adoi 

And the dear drops this day were si 

All the purple pride that laces 
The crimson cartains of thy bed, 

Gilds thee not with so sweet graces, 
Nor sets thee in so rich a red. 

Of all the fair-cheek'd flowers that fill 
None so fair thy bosom sbows» 

As this modest maiden lily, 
Our sins have sham*d into a rote. 

Bid thy golden god the sun, 

Bumish'd in his best beams, rise, 

Put all his red-ey'd rubles on ; 
Those rubies shall put out their eyei 

CBASl 



Eternity shut 

Summer in wlni 

Heaven in car 

J"'';at little „„,..' 
Lilts i-arth fo hei 

^^'elc-omo! tl.ougl 

^omore than i 

J «^o sist.r .s.a. ol 

/V,th rnaiivar 

^I'at l,n.ath.; at < 

^Vanns i„ the one 

'^^^y^'niis thy tea,. 

^t^T kisses in th 
^'^f'^siM-ea<lM the re<; 

That in their b,i 

^"ejH>intsof|,p^. y 
^^*^i^;^me ? though , 



THK SACRED LYRE. 'iM 

I'o t}j»M', nuM'k I\I.ij«'styI Mtft Kinn 
or >iiiij>I»' uiatt's and .i\v«'i>t loves. 

Each of 118 hia lamb will bring. 
Each hit pair of aiWer doTes, 

Till burnt at last in fire of thy fair eyea, 

Ourtelves become our own best aacrifioe. 

CKASBAW. 



THE MINISTRY OF ANO£L& 

And in there care in heav'n ? and ii then lore 
In heav'nly spirits to these creaturea baae. 
That may compassion of their eyils moTe ? 
There is ; else much more wretched were the caae 
Of men than beasts. But oh ! the exceeding grace 
Of highest God ! that loves his creatures so. 
And all his works with mercy doth embracti 
That blessed angels he sends to and fro, 
To serve to wicked man, — ^to serve his wicked foe. 

How oft do they their silver bowera leave, 
To come to kuccour us, that succour want? 
How oft do they with golden pinions dcATe 
The flitting skies, like flying pursuivant 
Against fowle fiends to aid us militant. 
They for us fight, they watch and duly ward, 
And their bright squadrons round about ua plant; 
And all for love, and nothing for reward ; 
Oh ! why should heav'nly God to man hava anch 
regard! 

anvsim. 



LOVEST THOU ME ? 



Haex, my soul ! it U tlbft lioc^ \ 
'71a thy Saviour, licar bVa ^ot^\ 



THE SACSED LTRI^ 

.IciUh sprnki, anil spnbi tn thrr : 

■' Shj, poor ■Iniin', lov'it thou me? 

I dcUvrn'M ihiw when bauiid, 

Aiiij. nlu'n blMdine;, heal'd tb^ ircmndi 

Soii({lit tbvi! n-nnd'ring, art tbre n'gbl, 

Tum'il llif ilarknim into light. 

C«iuc iDH-iinlt thr child abe bin ; 
Y«i, nhr may forgirtful bt. 
Yet will I remrinber tbce. 
Aline ia nn iinvliiiTiging lore, 
IIii;lirr tb>D tli(> lielghiH abon ; 
Drtpri' ihiiii tbc drplhi brnmh, 
Five HDd rHilhfal, ■trong M dtatb. 
Thou ■bull tri' my glory •Don, 
When the tnirk of gn^-e ii dune; 
Fiu-iiipr of my (bronr ahull br. 
Say. |KKir itliiiwi', lov'it thuu mr?" 
Lord, it I) my rhirf mmiilaiht, 
That my luvr ii imk aid Taint ; 

O fur gran to lave tbrp more ! 



NEW Vi;tl»I()K OF THE lim F3AI.M. 
Fathkii ..r light, Biid life, and glury, my. 
Who i> thr man whiw aplril ihall attain 
Thy blt>t ahiHip, ot bright rihereal day, 
Wliere God aiid evfrrlutiag plniium reign! 
ria bo vrho Inkn rdigiuii fur hia guide. 
And band in hand irttli innonnc; moTa; 
Truth, ivitii ber trun ot -V^niuK, tm Ua «U«, 
And all the charma of faM,^^w^«<w- 




THE SACRED LIRE. as 

"Til he vho lum wilh no dic«itful pillc. 
Nor iu aiiolher'a breut would HjrroiT nlw; 
But wtka with tender aire when Toa rcrllp, 
To pour ih« welcome balm of friendlf pnlie. 
"Til he who modiitljr ucribea to God 
The praiK big wiwlniii or bis virtue* win i 
Frlda pever lowera o'er hia bleat abode. 
But welcoma all wba fear Ibe power of (In. 
"Ha be wbiue prumiie like ■ rooted rock 
No blait can shakr, no lempeat can dlMulTa ; 
Nor I'esr, nor lou, nor nelliih viewa unbick 
The (tetulfut purpose uf hia Gi'd rewlra. 
'Tit he wbo leada to comrort the diatreat, 
In worka at lovi- be aeeks hia nnl^ fe# : 
No proRer'd bribe ran more bia gen'roua breaal 
To wound the fams that live* ttom oeninre free. 
When Nature from her aoT'relgn Ibrane is hnrl'd, 
When crumbling earth obtya her Maker'a call ; 
Who) common ruin oTerwhelnu the world. 
Upheld by God, tbia man ebiill never fall. 



ATiXai:, O Lord, thf alnugbler'd anlnta, wiMNe 

bouea 

Lie BCBlter'd on Ihe Alpine mounlalna oold ; 

Even them who kept thy tralb ao pun of old. 

When nil our faihen wonhipt alocka and rtonn, 

Forget Dot : in thy book recorrl their (roana 
Who were thy aheep, and in their ancient (bid 
Slain bj the blondy PiednwnABe t^teUt-rdSk 
Jtfatbarwithln&ntdownt^toOu- 'Y^-m'**' 



:0» THE SACRED LYRE. 

The vales redoubled to the hills, aiid they 

To heaven. Their martyr 'd blood and ashes mv 
O'er all the Italian fields, where still doth vwaj 

The triple tyrant ! that from these may groir 

A hundred fold, who having ieam'd thy way, 

Early may fly the Babyloaian wo. 

BiiLToy. 



STANZAS. 

Htm, Ciiiars brpvo* 

Annof fkta dedcrunt! Hob. 

SiiF. is not now amid my dreams, 

Though ne'er one waking hour forgot ; 
With many a shape my pillow teems. 

But 'luid their wildnesa she is not 
I've mingled, in my murmur'd pFayV» 

Her now to me forbidden namef— 
Sleep came, and many a thought was tlMR» 

But all wuH gloom,— she never camo I 
Oh ! in this dark world, must I think 

She shares not now my destinies ? 
And let my brooding fancy sink 

Fn>m what she was, to what she U? 
Oh ! in it truth which brings me dow 

Tlie hideous sights which make me nm^ 
Tlie crumbling frame,<^The earthy hnVy 

The horrors of the unreilM grave ? 
B]e«t bt* my God, it is not so ! 

There has been One within the Comb^ 
Wlio burst its iron chain of nro» 

And left a light to cheer its gloom. 
Nor e'er the bow that spaDS the ahowv,<» 

Nor morning *mid the summer 
Nor summer's tint and purest flower^ 

Can rWe mcff«>Ri\|yi\ xJbaa the ahall ■!«• 
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•• Day came, and went**— a toreller nercr dawa'd. 

Dull atheist! could a giddy dance, ... 315 

Enthron*d upon a hill of light, - 
Ever lovely and benign. ... 
Even thus amid thy pride and luxury. 

Fain would my longing soul begin, ... 14 

Fair Autumn spreads ncr fields of gold. 

Father of light, and life, and glorv, say, 

Faith bids the soul ascend on bigfaa . . . . M7 
Father of all I Eternal mind, ..... MB 
Far fh>m his home beyond the wave, ... IS 
Far from the world, O Lord, I liee, > > - . IS 
Father of all! in every age, - - 
Fcather'diyric! warbling hiffh. 
Few are thy days, and full of woe, • - . '* • Ul 
For what shall I praise thee, my God and my King ? tQ 
For thou wert bom of woman ! thou didst come^ 
Fofipve, blest shade, the tributary tear. 
For who did ever yet, in honour, wealth. 
From Greenland's icy mountains, 

Ood of my life, to thee I call, . . . _ 

God sits enthrun'd in yonder sky, .... 71 
Ood moves in a mysterious wav, .... IIS 
Ood of my sires ! yon arch of blue, - 
Glory to Thee, my God, this night, . 
Great Former of this various frame. 
Great God, how bright thy glories shine. 

Hark! 'twas dark Winter's suUen voice. 

Hail ! blessed book, thy page by me - 

Hail, source, of pleasures ever new, . 

Hail ! Solitude, thou blest abode. 

Hail, wond'rous Being, who in power lupmne 

Hark my soul ! it is the I/)rd, 

Here finished he, and all that he had made 

He is the haj^y man, whoite life e'en now. 

He left his native lanH, and for away 

High peace to the soul of the dead, . 

Hither he came, and falling on his knoef. 

How smiling wakes the verdant year. . . . 

How fine has the day been, how bright waa the aOL 

How fkir is the Rose! what a beautlAil flow'r. 

How poor! how rich ! how abject ! how ausuat. 

How ore thy servants blest, O Lord, 

How quickly 'mongst the dying embent - • 

How sweetly flow 'df the gosiiel's sound, . . • 

How ha|>py is he bora, or taught, - . • • * 

How beautifal U sea\\u hYma QQRdBtor4« . . »• 

How canat thou more mi «n?& t«cNk« . • 'ti-iji 

Holy the place whoae WmAXi «n\V r^^- ^ - *^- 
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Honour and h«i»ptatt»«n^^ " " " * 
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Now ipring rcturnfl, but not to mc returns 
Now, Truth, ])or1'onn thine ofHcc ; waA aside, 

O Thou drtacl Pow'r, whe reign '*t above, 

O Murc me, Lord, nor o'er my Jiead, 

O King etenial aiul divine, ... 

O thou groftt Power ! in whom we move, 

O Thou ! tho first, the 4rcato«t, friend, 

O God of Abraham ! tiy who«(o hand, 

O That those \\]}% had language! Life ha# pasa*d 

() l>ord, another day is flown, ... 

C) why should the hpirit of mortal be proud ! 

O weeii not thus, tho* the child thou nast lov'd, 

O think that, while you're weeping here, 

O happy is the man who hears, 

O Lord, rav GyhI, in menry turn, 

O the wratlh of the l^>rd is a terrible thing, 

O ITiou great lieing ! what thou art, 

Of all my race there brcathi's not one. 

Oft have I seen the l.-iughing Spring. 

Ob ! thou who drv'»t the mourner's tear, • 

Oh ! had I wing» like yonder bird, - 

Oh, God! my -ins aro'manifold, 

Oh, Saviour, whom this holy mom, - 

Oh thou whoM> miTcy guides my way. 

Oh ! brightly glides the silent stream. 

Oh ! for a closer walk with God, 

Oh ! fur the dreamless rest of those, - 

Oh ! ne^'er, never cnxiht thou know, - 

Once, in the flight of ages fKifl, 

One morning in the month of May, - 

** On us ana OB our children Im> his Mood,*' 

Once more tii night, and Life's dull weigh t« 

OrphcuM, for tO tm pontiles caU'd thy name, 

Patroitri have toilM, innn t heir country's cause, 
Plae'd on the verge of^Blh^AK Kind, 
P1ea^ing >pring again is here,* - 
Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, 
Prai!« to God, immortal iiraisr. 
Providence, profUsel) kind. 

Reflected on the l^tke. 1 love. 

Rise, my soul, and »t retch thy wings, 

Klse thou, b(*«t and brightest morning, 

Roll on, thou deei) and dark blue ocean— roll ! 

See, how rude Winter's icy hand. 

She left lier inf/mt on a huiiday mom. 

She is not now amid my dreaifs, 

Sing to the Ix>rd with joyful voice, 

8Ieeii, sweet l>abe ! my caret beguiling, 

8oon will (hat solemn hour appear. 

SouDd the loud VinAmX o*tx Girpt^t iMxk 
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